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CHAPTER 1. 

OF AGE. 

I. Tt^is second volume must, 1 fear, be less 
l^leftsSng to the general reader, with whom the 
first has found more favour than I had hoped, 
^** 4 iot because I tire of talking, but that the 
talk must be less of other persons, and more 
of myself. For as 1 look deeper into the 
' mhtor, I find myself a more curious person 
)Aia|| 1 had thought! 1 used to fancy that 
everybody would like clouds and rocks as 
ereS as ! did, if once tpld to look at them; 
tAherSKS, after fifty years of trial, 1 find that 
hot sc^ even in modem days; having long 

^ s 

'StfiO known that, in ancient ones, the clouds 
mountains which l^ave been life to me, 
#Sins narsoiticoiivmiieilce and horror to most 
^pfmnkind. 


VO&* li. 


A 
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2. 1 related, in the first volume, page 29, 
some small pait of my pleasures uuJer St<p> 
Vincent’s rock at Clifton, and the beginning 
of quartz-study there with the now No. 51 C* 
the Brant wood series. Compare with these 
childish sentiments, those ol the maturely 
judging John Evelyn, at the same place, 30th 
June, 1654 — 

'The city’ (Bristol) 'wholly mercantile, as 
standing neerc the famous Severne, commo- 
diously for Ireland and the Western ./orld. 
Here I first saw the manner of refining 
suggar, and casting it into loaves, where we 
had a collation of eggs fried in the suggar 
furnace,* together with excellent Spanish 
wine: but what appeared most stupendious 
to me, was the lock of St. Vincent, a little 
distance from tuwne, the precipice whereofl 
is equal to anything of that nature 1 have seen 
in y^ most confragose cataracts of the Alpes, 
the river gliding between them at an ^xtra- 
01 dinary depth. Here we went searching Tor 

» 

* Note (t>y F\ul)n*s editor in 1827)* * A kind of enter¬ 
tainment like that we now iiave of eating beefsteaks drest 
the stoker's shovel, and drinking porter* at ibe famous 
brewhonses m London * * 
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• • 

cKmondSi and to the Hot Wells at its foote. 

J 1 ier»jB also on the side of this horrid Alp a 
vei^^ romantic seate: and so we returned to 
dSathe in ^he evening/ 

3, Of course Evelyn uses the word * horrid' 
only in its Latin sense ; but his mind is evi¬ 
dently relieved by returning to Bath; and 
although, farther on, he describes without 
|larm the towne and county of Nottingham 
as ^seeming to be but one entire rock, as 
it wre,’ he explains his toleration of that 
structure in the close of his sentence—^an 
exceeding pleasant shire, full of gentry/ Of 
his impressions of the * stuf>endious ’ rocks of 
Fontainebleau, and ungentle people of the 
Simplon, I have to speak in another place. 

In these and many other such particulars 
1 find the typical £nglish mind, both then 
ana now, so adverse to my own, as also to 
those of my few companions through the 
sorr<^s of this world,* that it becomes for 
a n^atter of acute Darwinian interest to 
jrace my species from origin to extinction; 
and I have, therefore, to warn the reader, and 
adk his pardon, that while a modest person 
. writes autobiography chiefly by giving 
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accounts of the {>eople he has met, I findi: it 
only possible, within my planned liib^s, m 
take note of those who have had di^itfoic^ 
power in the training or the pruning of !i^ 
me to any good. 

f 

4. 1 return first to my true mastdr in 
mathematics, poor Mr. Rowbotham. Of 
course he missed his Mcrne Hill evenings 
sadly when 1 went to Oxford. But always 
when we came home, it was understood that 
once in the fortnight, or so, as he felt htonBelf 
able, he should still toil up the hill to tea. 
We were always sorry to see him at the gate; 
but felt that it was our clear small duty to 
put up with his sighing for an hour or two 
in such rest as his woful life could find. Nor 
were we without some real affection for him. 
His face had a certain • grandeur, from its 
constancy of patience, bewildered innocence^ 
and firm lines of faculty in geometric sort. 
Also he brought us news from the mathe* 
matical and grammatical world, and told ais 
some interesting details of manufacture, if 
had been on a visit to his friend Mr. Crawshay. 
His own home becam^'yearly mpre^w^ehed, 
till one day its little ten«years-dld Peq^ 
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clmtced himself with his teetotum. I'he father 

|old nn with real sorrow, the stages of the 
‘ child’s protracted suffering before he died; 
imt '^^sejjyed, finally, that it was better he 
jBhouid have been taken away,—both for him 
apd^is parents. Evidently the poor mathe¬ 
matical mind was relieved from one of its 
least soluble burdens, and the sad face, that 
ijyening, had an expression of more than 
asual repose.. 

I leaver forgot the lesson it taught me of what 
human life meant in the suburbs of London. 

5. The rigidly moral muse of Mr. Pringle 
had by this time gone to •Africa, or, let us 
hope, Arabia Felix, in the other world; and 
the reins of my poetical genius had been given 
into the hand of kindly Mr. W. H. Harrison 
in the Vauxhall Rocid, of whom account has 
alr&dy been given in the first chapter of * On 
the Old Road ’ enough to carry us on for thq 

* I must next bring up to time the history of 

0 * 

faUier’s affectionate physician, Dr. Grant. 
Increasing steadily in reputation, he married a 
widowed Ifdy, Mrs. Si<!ney, of good positi^ 
hi Bkhmdbd; and became the guardian of her 
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two extremely nice and clever daughl^, 
Augusta and Emma, who both felt gMt r^ 
spcct, and soon great regard, for their ^fcp- 
father, and were every day more (^tifur and 
pleasing children to him. Estimating my 
mother’s character also as they ought, ^ater 
on, they were familiar visitors to us; the 
younger, Emma, having good taste for draw¬ 
ing, and other quiet accomplishments ai\|j[ 
pursuits. At the time I am now looking back 
to, however, the Star and Garter breakfasts 
had become rarer, and were connected mostly 
with visits to Hampton Court, where the great 
vine, and the maze, were of thrilling attraction 
to me; and the Cartoons began to take the 
aspect of mild nightmare and nuisance which 
they have ever since retained. 

My runs with cousin ^Mary in the maze, 
(once, as in Dantesque alleys of lucent verdure 
in the Moon, with Ad^le and Elise,) always- 

f 

had something of an enchanted and ^aery- 
Queen glamour in them: and I wet\t on de¬ 
signing more and more complicated mazes 

the blank leaves of my lesson books—^wast- 

* 

iijg, I suppose, nearly as much timf t^at way 
as in the trisection of the angle. ^Howbdt» 
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al^trwards, the coins of Cnossus, and^charac- 
ters Dsedalus, Theseus, and the Minotaur, 
beiame intelligible to me as to few: and I 
ihave much unprinted MSS. about them, in¬ 
tended for expansion in * Ariadne Florentina,' 
ancT other labyrintliine volumes, but which 
the world must get on now without the bene¬ 
fit of, as it can. 

^ 6. Meantime, from the Grove, whitehaired 
mamma Monro, and silvery-fringed Petite, 
had^gonc to their rest. Mrs. Gray cared no 
longer for the pride of her house, or shade 
of her avenue; while more and more, Mr. 
Gray’s devotion to Don Qiuixote, and to my 
poetry in ‘ Friendship’s Offering,' interfered 
with his business habits. At last it was 
thought that, being true Scots both of them, 
they might better, prosper over the Border. 
Tfiey went to Glasgow, where Mr. Gray took 
up some sort of a wine business, and read 
Rob Roy instead of Dbn Quixote. We went 
to diasgow to see them, on our Scottish tour, 
^and sorrowfully perceived them to be going 
downwards, even in their Scottish world.' 
For a little change, thSy were asked to Oxford 
that autumn, to see their spoiled Johnnie 
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carrying all before him: and the good 
being seated in Christ Church Caj^bedral 
under the organ, and seeing me walk in with 
my companions in our silken sleeves, ^ahd| 

c 

with accompanying flourishes by Mr. Marsliall 
on the trumpet stop, and Rembrandteilqae 
effects of candlelight upon the Norman columns, 
were both of them melted into tears; and 
remained speechless with reverent delight all 
the evening afterwards. 

7. 1 have left too long without word^thc 
continual benevolence towards us of the family 
at Widmore, Mr. Telford and his three sisters; 
the latter absolute^ well-educated women— 
wise, without either severity or ostentation, 
using all they knew for the good of their 
neighbours, and exhibiting in their own lives 
every joy of sisterly love, and active home¬ 
liness. Mr. Henry Telford’s perfectly qui&t, 
slightly melancholy, exquisitely sensitive face^ 
browned by continual * riding from Bromley 
1;,Q Billiter Street, remains with me, aiiior\g 
the roost precious of the pictures whic^, un« ' 
seen of any guest, hang on the walls of my 
refectory. « 

Mr. and Mrs, Robert Cockburn,* as the 
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y€Mf drew on, became more and more kindly, 
le9& and less approvingly, interested in 

9 ^ 

our •monastic ways at Herne Hill; and in 
j^y f&rtly thwarted and uncomfortable, partly 
fiogular, development of literary character. 
Mrs.*Cockburn took earnest pains with my 
mother to get her to send me more into 
society, that 1 might be licked a little into 
shape. But my mother was satisfied with 
me as 1 was: and besides, Mrs. Cockburn 
and ^hc never got quite well on together. 
My mother, according to her established 
manner, would no more dine with her than 
with any one else, and wa^even careless in 
returning calls; and Mrs. Cockburn—which 
was wonderful in a woman of so much sense 
—instead of being merely sorry for my 
mother's shyness, a^id trying to efface her 
sen& of inferiority in education and position, 
took this somewhat in pique. But amon^ 
the fateful chances of fliy own life in her 
enc^vours to do something for me, and 
iS>mehoiy* break the shell of me, she one day 
asked me to dine with Lockhart, and see his 
little harebell-like daintiness of a daughter.^ 
I suppose ^rs. Cockburn must have told him 
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of my love of Scott, yet I do not remcy;iiber 
manifesting that sentiment in any wi^duriijg 
dinner: 1 recollect only, over the Wine, 
making some small effort to display 

9 

Oxonian orthodoxy and sound learning, with 
respect to the principles of Church hlst£>lish« 
ment; and being surprised, and somewhat 
discomfited, by Ending that Mr. Lockhart 
knew the Greek for ‘ bishop ’ and * elder * ^as 
well as 1 did. On going into the drawing¬ 
room, however, 1 made every effort J.o in¬ 
gratiate myself with tlic little dark-eyed, 
high-forchcaded Charlotte, and was very 
sorry,—but I dpn’t think the child was,—• 
when she was sent to bed. 

8. But the most happy turn of Fortune’s 
wheel for me, in this year ’39, was the coming 
of Osborne Gordon to tlernc Hill to be my 
private tutor, and read witli me in our little 
nursery. Taking up the ravelled ends of yet 
workable and spinn^lc flax in me, he began 
to twist them, at Erst through much wl^le- 
some pain, into such tenor as they wqre really 
capable of. 

The Erst thing hb did was to stop all 
* ^ • • 
pressure in reading. His inaugurtil sentence 
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wasF ‘When you have got too much*to do, 
^on‘t tdm it/—a golden saying which I have 
c^tA^rcpeated since, but not enough obeyed. 

'• To Go^on himself, his own proverb was 
less serviceable. He was a man of quite 
exertional power, and there is no saying 
what he might have done, with any strong 
motive. Very early, a keen, though entirely 
t^nevolent, sense of the absurdity of the 
world took away his heart in working for it: 
—pesliaps 1 should rather have said, the 
density and unmalleability of the world, than 
absurdity. He thought there was nothing to 
be done with it, and that after all it would 
get on by itself. Chiefly, that autumn, in our 
walks over the Norwood hills, he, being then 
an ordained, or on the point of being or¬ 
dained, priest, surpnised me greatly by avoid¬ 
ing, evidently with the sense of its being 
useless bother, my favourite topic of coq- 
vers^tion, namely, the torpor of the Protestant 
churches, and their duty, as it to me appeared, 
^fore many thought of missionary work, out 
of Europe, or comfortable settling to pastoral 
work at jiome, to trWple finally out ^e 
smoulderlhg ‘diabolic Are’ of the Papacy, in 
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all Papal-Catholic lands. For I was thes by 
training, tfiinking, and the teaching sucj|i 
small experience as 1 had, as zealous,^ f^ag- 
nacious, and self-sure a Protestajit a^yoR^ 
please. The fir.st condition of my being so 
was, of course, total ignorance of Chr&tian 
history; the second, — one for which the 
Roman Church is indeed guiltily responsible, 
—that all the Catholic Cantons of Switzer¬ 
land, counting Savoy also as a main point 
of Alpine territory, arc idle and dirtyf and 
all Protestant ones busy and clean—a most 
impressive fact to my evangelical mother, 
whose first duty ^nd first luxury of life con¬ 
sisted in purity of person and surroundings; 
while she and my father alike looked on idle¬ 
ness as indisputably Satanic. They failed 
not, therefore, to look carefully on the map 
for the bridge, or gate, or vale, or ridge, 
which marked the separation of Protestant 
from the benighted Catholic cantons; and it 

was rare if the first or second field and 

• • 

cottage, beyond the border, did not toon clearly 
justify their exulting,—though also indignant 
aijjJ partly sorrowful,—enforcement upon me 
of the natural consequences of Popef^. 
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9 «The third reason for my strength 
f^lingiALt this time was a curious one. In 
proj^rtion to the delight I felt in the cere¬ 
monial of foreign churches, was my conviction 
of the falseness of religious sentiment founded 
on tftese enjoyments. 1 had no foolish scorn 
of them, as the proper expressions of the 
Catholic Faith; but infinite scorn of the 
l^ivious sensibility which could change its 
beliefs because it delighted in these, and be 
'piped into a new creed by the whine of an 
organ pipe.' So that alike my reason, and 
romantic pleasure, on the Continent, com¬ 
bined to make a better Protestant of me 
yet not a malicious nor ungenerous one. 1 
never suspected Catholic priests of dishonesty, 
nor doubted the purity of the former Catholic 
Church. 1 was a ^Protestant Cavalier, not 
Protestant Roundhead,-entirely desirous of 
keeping all that was noble and traditional in 
religious ritual, and reverent to the exist- 
in§^ pietj^ of the Catholic peasantry. So 

that the ' diabolic fire' which I wanted 

• 

ttampled out, was only the corrupt Catholi¬ 
cism which rendered (he vice of Paris a|d 
the dirt of Savoy possible; and which I was 
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quite right in thinking it the duty of qprery 
Christian priest to attack, and end th%^hism 
and scandal of it. ^ • 

10. Osborne, on the contrary, was a pra#* 
tical Englishman, of the shrewdest, yet 
gentlest type; keenly perceptive of foll^, but 
disposed to pardon most human failings as 
little more. His ambition was restricted to 
the walls of Christ Church; he was already 
the chiefly trusted aid of the old Dean; pro¬ 
bably, next to him, the best Greek scholar 
in Oxford, and perfectly practised in all the 
college routine of business. He thought that 
the Church of England had—even in Oxford 
—enough to do in looking after her own 
faults; and addressed himself, in our con¬ 
versations on Forest Hill, mainly to mollify 
my Protestant animosities, enlarge my small 
acquaintance with ecclesiastical histoiy^ and 
recall my attention to the immediate business' 
in hand, of enjoying our walk, and recollecting 
what we had read in the morning. « 

In his proper work with me, no tutoi 
could have been more diligent or patient. 
I^is own scholarly power was of the^ highest 
order; his memory (the necessaiy tnstniment 
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of gveat scholarship) errorless and effortless; 
lys judgment and feeling in literature sound; 
his ^Interpretation of political events always 
Hitional, ayd founded on wide detail of well- 
balanced knowledge; and all this without in 
the least priding himself on his classic power, 
or wishing to check any of my impulses in 
Other directions. He had taken his double 
fi(st with the half of his strength, and would 
have taken a triple one without priding him¬ 
self on it: he was amused by my facility in 
rhyming, recognized my true instinct in 
painting, and sympathised with me in love 
of country life and picturesque towns, but 
always in a quieting and reposeful manner. 
Once in after life, provoked at finding myself 
still unable to read Greek easily, 1 intimated 
to him a half-forme<k purpose to throw every¬ 
thing else aside, for a time, and make myself 
a sound Greek scholar. * I think it would 
g^yc ^ou more trouble than it is worth,* said 
hej* Another time, as I was making the 
^rawing of * Chamouni in afternoon sunshine ’ 
for him, (now at his sister's,) I spoke of tiie 
constanj ypxation I sulfered because I coqjd 
tiot draw*better. ‘And I,* he said, simply, 
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* should be very content if I could draw 
at all.’ 

II. During Gordon’s stay with us^'this 
1839 autumn, we got our secopd Turner 
drawing. Certainly the most curious failure 
of memory—among the many I find-^is that 
I don’t know when I saw my first! I feel 
as if Mr. Windus’s parlour at Tottenham had 
been familiar to me since the dawn of exii^«> 
ence in Brunswick Square. 

Mr. Godfrey Windus was a retired eoach- 
maker, living in a clieerful little villa, with 
low rooms on the ground floor opening 
pleasantly into each other, like a sort of 
grouped conservatory, between his front and 
back gardens: their wails beset, but not 
crowded, with Turner drawings of the Eng¬ 
land series; while in his portfolio-stands, 
coming there straight from the publishers 
of the books they illustrated, were the 
entire series of the illustrations to Scott, to 
Byron, to the South Coast, and to Finden’s 
Bible. 

Nobody, in all England, at that ttnie,«-^ 
afd Turner was aliWdy sixty, 
the true sense of the word, fdt Tumei'i 
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bu( *he retired coachmaker of Tottenham, 
and 

Wor, indeed, could the public ever see the 
•drawings, so as to begin to care for them. 
Mr. Fawaes's were shut up at Farnley, Sir 
Pef^grine Acland’s, perishing of damp in his 
passages, and Mr. Windus bought all that 
were made for engravers as soon as" the 
engraver had done with them. The advan¬ 
tage, however, of seeing them all collected at 
his ^lousc,—he gave an open day each week, 
and to me the run of his rooms at any time, 
—was, to the general student, inestimable, 
and, for me, the means of writing ' Modern 
Painters.' 

12. It is, I think, noteworthy that, although 
first attracted to Turner by the mountain 
truth in Rogers' *Italy, — when I saw the 
drawings, it was almost wholly the pure 
artistic quality that fascinated me, whatever 
the subject; so that P was not in the least 
hj|i<iered by the beauty of Mr. Windus's 
*Llanbqps or Melrose from being quite happy 
Vhen my father at last gave me, not for a 
beginning of Turner* collection, but for^ a 
specimen«of Turner's work, which was all— 

VOL. 11. 3 
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as it was supposed •— I should ever i^d 
or aspire to possess, the * Richmond pridge, 
Surrey.’ ^ 

The triumphant talk between us ov^r it^ 
when we brought it home, consisted, as 1 
remember, greatly in commendation of''the 
quantity of Turnerian subject and character 
which this single specimen united:—'it had 
trees, architecture, water, a lovely sky, and a 

I 

clustered bouquet of brilliant figures.’ 

And verily the Surrey Richmond remained 
for at least two years our only Turner pos¬ 
session, and the second we bought, the 
Gosport, which home when Gordon 

was staying with us, had still none of the 
delicate beauty of Turner except in its sky; 
nor were either my father or I the least 
offended by the ill-madie bonnets of the 
lady-passengers in the cutter, nor by the 
helmsman’s head being put on the wrong 
way. 

4_ 

The reader is not to think, because I s^ak 
thus frankly of Turner’s faults, that I judge 

L 

them greater, or know them better, now, 
than I did then. I knew them at this time 
of getting Richmond and Gosport just as 
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woU as other people; but knew also the 
power* shown through these faults, to a 
de^e quite wonderful for a boy;—it being 
%ny chief^recrcation, after Greek or trigono¬ 
metry in the nursery-study, to go down and 
feaft on my Gosport. 

13. And so, after Christmas, I went back 
to Oxford for the last push, in January 1840, 
^d did very steady work with Gordon, in 
St. Aldate\s;* the sense that I was coming 
of age somewhat increasing the feeling of 
responsibility for one’s time. On my twenty- 
first birthday my father brought me for a 
present the drawing of Wintlielsca,—a curious 
choice, and an unlucky one. The thundrous 
sky and broken white light of storm round 
the distant gate and scarcely visible church, 
were but too true eymbols of the time that 
was coming upon us; but neither he nor 1 
were given to reading omens, or dreading 


\ TTie street, named from its parish rhurch, going down 
^ast ChriA Chuich to the river. It \ias the regular course 
§( a gentleman-commoner’s residence to be promoted from 
Peckwater to Tom Quad, and turned out into the street for 
his last term. 1 have no nation at this minute who St. 
Aldate was ^American visitors may be advised that^in 
Oxford it will be expected of them to call him St. Old. 
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them. suppose he had been struck byothc 
power of the drawing, and he always^like^ 
soldiers. I was disappointed, and sai;^ for 
the first time clearly that my fath^’s joy iif 
Rubens and Sir Joshua could never become 
sentient of Turner’s microscopic touch. But 
I was entirely grateful for his purpose, and 
very thankful to have any new Turner draw¬ 
ing whatsoever; and as at home the Go|- 
port, so in St. Alclate’s the Winchelsea, was 
the chief recreation of my fatigued hours.ii 
14. This Turner gift, however, was only 
complimentary. The same day my father 
transferred into my name in the stocks as 
much as would bring in at least £200 a year, 
and watched with some anxiety the use I 
should make of this first command of money. 
Not that I had ever been under definite re- 
striction about it: at Oxford I ran what 
accounts with the tradesmen I liked, and the 
bills were sent in to my mother w^kly; 
there was never any difficulty or demur ton 
either side, and there was nothing out of the 
common way in Oxford I wanted to buy, 
ejfcept the engraving olf Turner’s Gi;and Canal, 
for my room wall,—and Monsieur'Jabot, the 
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fir^ I ever saw of TopfFer's rivalless carica¬ 
ture^ fine day when I had a headache. For 
anything on which my state or comfort in 
Ithe least«depended, my father was more dis¬ 
posed to be extravagant than 1; but he had 
always the most curious suspicion of my taste 
for minerals, and only the year before, in the 
summer term, was entirely vexed and dis- 
tomfited at my giving eleven shillings for a 
piece of Cornish chalcedony. That I never 
thoiil^ht of buying a mineral without telling 
him what I had paid for it, besides advising 
him duly of the fact, curiously marks the 
intimate confidence betwefin us: but alas, 
my respect for his judgment was at this time 
by these littlenesses gradually diminished; 
and my confidence in my own painfully mani- 
fe^ed to him a vefy little while after he had 
permitted me the above stated measure of 
independence. The Turner drawings hitherto 
bought,—Richmond, Gosport, Winchclsea,— 
aU supplied by Mr. Griffiths, an agent 
in wheftn Turner had perfect confidence, and 
my father none. Bojh were fatally wrong. 
Had Xumer dealt straight with my fatHbr, 
there is no saying how much happiness might 
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have come of it for all three of us; had^y 
father not been always afraid of being ^aken 
in by Mr. Griifiths, he might at that time Jiave 
bought some of the loveliest drawings that^ 
Turner ever made, at entirely fair prices. 
But Mr. Griffiths* art-salesmanship entirely 
offended my father from the first, and the 
best drawings were always let pass, because 
Mr. Griffiths recommended them, while Winr* 
chelsea and Gosport were both bought— 
among other reasons—because Mr. Griffiths 
said they were not drawings which we ought 
to have! 

15. Among thoie of purest quality in his 
folios at this time was one I especially 
coveted, the Harlech. There had been a 
good deal of dealers* yea and nay about it, 
whether it was for sale*or not; it was^ a 
smaller drawing than most of the England 
and Wales series, and^ there were many hints 
in the market about its being iniquitous in 
price. The private view day of tjie dd* 
Water Colour came; and, arm in ami with# 
my father, I met Mr. Griffiths in the crowd. 
Affer the proper five minutes of how we liked 
the exhibition, he turned specially to me. * I 
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hafe some good news for you, the Harlech 
is ^rdlHy for sale.* * Til take it then/ I re¬ 
plied, without so much as a glance at my 
^father, and without asking the price. Smiling 
a little ironically, Mr. Griffiths went on, 
'And—seventy/—implying that seventy was 
a low price, at once told me in answer to 
- my confidence. But it was thirty above the 
Winchelsea, twenty-four above Gosport, and 
my father was of course sure that Mr. 
Griffiths had put twenty pounds on at the 
instant. 

The mingled grief and scorn on his face 
told me what I had donft; but 1 was too 
happy on pouncing on my Harlech to feel 
for him. All sorts of blindness and error on 
both sides, but, on his side, inevitable,—on 
mipe, more foolish ^han culpable; fatal every 
way, beyond words. 

16. 1 can scarcely understand my eager¬ 
ness* and delight in getting the Harlech at 
^hts tin^e, because, during the winter, negoUa- 
Jtions Had been carried on in Paris for Addle’s 
marriage; and, it doei| not seem as if I had 
been i^atty so much crushed by that ev^nt 
aa 1 expected to be. There are expressions, 
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however, in the foolish diaries 1 began* to 
write, soon after, of general disdain bf life^ 

t 

and all that it could in future bestowib on 
me, which seem inconsistent withi extreme* 
satisfaction in getting a water-colour drawing, 
sixteen inches by nine. But whatever germs 
of better things remained in me, were then 
all centred in this love of Turner, It was 
not a piece of painted paper, but a Welsh 
castle and village, and Snowdon in blue cloud, 
"that I bought for my seventy pounds. Chis 
must have been in the Easter holidays;— 
Harlech was brought home and safely in¬ 
stalled in the drav^ng-room on the other side 
of the fireplace from my idol-niche: and I 
went triumphantly back to St. Aldate’s and 
Winchelsea. 

In spite of Gordon^s wWolesome moderatpr- 
ship, the work had come by that time to high 
pressure, until twelve at night from six in 
the morning, with little exercise, no cheesful- 
ness, and no sense of any use in ^what*!*^ 
read, to myself or anybody else: things pro-^ 
gressing also smoothly in Paris, to the abyss. 
Oift evening, after Gordon had left about 
ten o’clock, a short tickling cough surprised 
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msf because preceded by a curious sensation 
in th8 throat, and followed by a curious taste 
in t|pe mouth, which I presently perceived to 
^ 'that qf blood. It must have been on a 
Saturday or Sunday evening, for my father, 
as well as my mother, was in the High 
Street lodgings. I walked round to them and 
told them what had happened. 

#17. My mother, an entirely skilled physician 
in all forms of consumptive disease, was not 
frightened, but sent round to the Deanery to 
ask leave for me to sleep out of my lodgings. 
Morning consultations ended in our going up 
to town, and town consult^ftions in my being 
forbid any farther reading under pressure, 
and in the Dean’s giving . me, with many 
growls, permission to put off taking my de¬ 
gree for a year. During the month or two 
following, passed at Herne Hill, my father’s 
disappointment at the end of his hopes of my 
obtaining distinction in Oxford was sorrow- 
/uHy spenced by his anxiety for my life. 
JDnee < 5 r twice the short cough, and mouth- 
taste—it was no more—of blood, returned; 
but m}s mother steadily maintained there ^as 
nothing serious the matter, and that 1 only 
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wanted* rest and fresh air. The docfUrs, 
almost unanimously,—Sir James Clarkfe ejb' 
cepted,—gave gloomier views. Sir J|imes 
cheerfully, but decidedly, ordered tie abroadF 
before autumn, to be as much in open car¬ 
riages as possible, and to winter in Italy. 

And Mr. Telford consented to sit in the 
counting-house, and the clerks promised to 
be diligent; and my father, to whom thfi 
business was nothing, but for me, left his 
desk, and all other cares of life, but thtt of 
nursing me. 

i8. Of his own feelings, he said little; 
mine, in the sieWy fermentation of temper 
I was in, were little deserving of utterance, 
describable indeed less as feelings than as 
the want of them, in all wholesome directions 
but one;—magnetic pointing to all presence 
of natural beauty, and to the poles of such art 
and science as interpreted it. My prepara¬ 
tions for the journey were made with ^me 
* 

renewal of spirit; my mother was ^teadily,^ 
bravely, habitually cheerful; while my dather,*, 
capable to the utmost of eveiy wise enjoyment 
in Ravelling, and most of all, of thabiiv lovely 
landscape, had some personal joy in the 
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thcfUght of seeing South Italy. The attacks 
pf tlfe' throat cough seemed to have ceased, 
anSfthe line of our journey began to be 
planned t«ith some of the old exultation. 

That we might not go through Paris, the 
route was arranged by Rouen and the Loire to 
Tours, then across France by Auvergne, and 
down the Rhone to Avignon; thence, by the 
S^iviera and Florence, to the South. 

19. And is there to be no more Oxford ?” 
asks^Froude, a little reproachfully, in a recent 
letter concerning these memoranda; for he 
was at Oriel while I was at Christ Church, 
and does not think I have ^ven an exhaustive 
view either of the studies or manners of the 
University in our day. 

N<J, dear friend. 1 have no space in this 
stegry to describe th 5 advantages 1 never used; 
nor does my own failure give me right to 
blame, even were ther^ any use in blamiilg, 
a system now passed away. Oxford taught 
pie as jnuch Greek and Latin as she could; 
jtnd thdugh I think she might also have told 
me that fritillaries greyr in Iffley meadow, it 
was be^es that she left me to find them tor 
myself, than that she should have told me, as 
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nowadays she would, that the painting* on 
them was only to amuse the midges. FA* ^the 
rest, the whole time I was there, my tnind 
was simply in the state of a squash <i>efore *ti^ 
a peascod,—and remained so yet a year or 
two afterwards, I grieve to say;—so that for 
any account of my real life, the gossip hitherto 
given to its codling or cocoon condition has 
brought us but a little way. I must get on lo 
the days of opening sight, and effective labour; 
and to the scenes of nobler education ^hich 
all men, who keep their hearts open, receive 
in the End of Days. 



CHAPTER II. 

ROME. 

20. However dearly bought, the permission 
cease reading, and put what strength was 
left into my sketching again, gave healthy 
stimulus to all faculties which had been 
latently progressive in me; and the sketch¬ 
books and rulers were prepared for this 
journey on hitherto unexampled stateliness of 
system. 

It had chanced, in the spring of the year, 
that David Roberts had brought home and 
exhibited his sketclfes in Egypt and the Holy 
Land. They were the first studies ever made 
conscientiously by an English painter, not to 
exhibit his own skill, or make capital out of 
Jii» sul^'ects, but to give true portraiture of 
scenes I of historical and religious interest. 
Tliey were faithful and laborious beyond any 
outline^ fj’om nature 1 had ever seen, an# I 
felt also ftiat their severely restricted method 

39 
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was wfthin reach of my own skill, and appli¬ 
cable to all my own purposes. 

With Roberts' deficiencies or manner^m 1 
have here no concern. He taug;Jit me, of 
absolute good, the use of the fine point instead 
of the blunt one; attention and indefatigable 
correctness in detail; and the simplest means 
of expressing ordinary light and shade on 
grey ground, fiat wash for the full shadowg, 
and heightening of the gradated lights by 
warm white. 

21 . I tried these adopted principles first in 
the courtyard of the Chateau de Blois: and 
came in to papa and mamma declaring that 
^Prout would give his cars to make such a 
drawing as that.* 

With some truth and modesty, I might 
have said he ‘ would have changed, eyes with ‘ 
me; ’ for Prout's manner was gravely re¬ 
stricted by his nearness of sight. But also 
this Blois sketch showed sonje dawning notions 
of grace in proportion, and largeness of effect^ 
which enabled me for the first time thr.t year, 
to render continental subjects with just ex¬ 
pression of their character and scale, and well- 
rounded solidification of pillars and Sculpture. 
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2 ^.’The last days of the summer w%re well 
speht^ at Amboise, Tours, Aubusson, Pont 
Gibhud, and Le Puy; but as we emerged 
into the Rhone valley, autumn broke angrily 

9 

on us; and the journey by Valence to Avignon 
. wassail made gloomy by the ravage of a just 
past inundation, of which the main mass at 
Montelimar had risen from six to eight feet 
in the streets, and the slime remained, instead 
of fields, over—I forget in fact, and can 
scarcgly venture to conceive, — what extent 
of plain. The Rhone, through these vast 
gravelly levels a mere driving weight of dis¬ 
coloured water;—the Alps, pn the other side, 
now in late autumn snowless up to their lower 
peaks, and showing few eminent ones;—the 
bise, now first letting one feel what malignant 
wind could be,—might, perhaps, all be more de- 
pressing to me in my then state of temper; but 
I have never cared to see the lower Rhone any 
more^ and to my love of cottage rather than 
castJe, added at this time another strong moral 
{mncipl^ that if ever one was metamorphosed 
into a river, and could choose one's own size, 
it would be out of all doubt more prudent amd 
delightful to b^ Tees or Wharfe tlian Rhone. 



32 


PRiETERITA. 


f 

And then, for the first time, at Frejus,e.and 
on the Esterelle and the Western Rivifsra, J 
saw some initial letters of Italy, as di|finct 
from Lombardy,—Italy of the ston^ pine and 
orange and palm, white villa and blue sea; 
and saw it with right judgment, as a wieck,« 
and a viciously neglected one. 

23. I don't think the reader has yet been 
informed that I inherited to the full 
mother’s love of tidiness and cleanliness; so 
that quite one of the most poetical charms 
of Switzerland to me, next to her white 
snows, was her white sleeves. Also I had 
my father’s love^of solidity and soundness, 
—of unveneered, unrouged, and well finished 
things; and here on the Riviera there were 
lemons and palms, yes,—but the lemons pale, 

' and mostly skin; the palms not much larger 

I 

than parasols; the sea—blue, yes, but its 
beach nasty; the buildings, pompous, luxu¬ 
rious, painted like Cirimaldi,—usually broken 
down at the ends, and in the middle, having 

1 

sham architraves daubed over windqws with 

I 

no glass in them; the rocks shaly and ragged, 
tbe people filthy: ancl over everything, a coat 
of plaster dust 
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It was in a bad humour ? Yes, but every¬ 
thing^ I have described is as 1 say, for all 
thaly and though the last time I was at Sestri 
wanted^ to stay there, the ladies with me 
wouldn’t and couldn't, because of the filth 
of Ae inn; and the last time I was at Genoa, 
1882, my walk round the ramparts was only 
to study what uglinesses of plants liked to 
lyow in dust, and crawl, like the lizards, into 
clefts of ruin. 

24m At Genoa I saw then for the first time 
the circular Pieta by Michael Angelo, which 
was my initiation in all Italian art. For at 
this time I understood mo jot of Italian 
painting, but only Rubens, Vandyke, and 
Velasquez. At Genoa, I did not even hunt 
down the Vandykes, but went into the con- 
fu^d frontage of 4 he city at its port, (no 
traversing blank quay blocking out the sea, 
then,) and drew the crescent of houses round 
the ^jarbour, borne on tteir ancient arches;— 
a noble subject, and one of the best sketches 
J ever ^ade. 

From Genoa, more happy journey by the 
Easterly Riviera began to restore my spring 

of heait. * 1 am just in time, in writing these 
VOL. II. c 
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memories, to catch the vision of the crossing 
Magra, in old time, and some of the^^^ther 
mountain streams of the two Rivieras. r ’ 

It seems unbelievable to myself , as 1 set 
it down, but there were then only narrow 
mule bridges over the greater streams' on 
either side of which were grouped the villages, 
where the river slackened behind its sea bar. 
Of course, in the large towns, Albenga, Savoi\a^ 
Ventimiglia, and so on, there were proper^ 
bridges; but at the intermediate hamletr (and 
the torrents round whose embouchures they 
grew were often formidable), the country 
people trusted to* the slack of the water at 
the bar, and its frequent failure altogether in 

K 

summer, for traverse of their own carrioles: 
and had neither mind nor means to build 
Waterloo bridges for the convenience of 
English carriages and four. The English 
carriage got across the shingle how it could; 
the boys of the village, if the horses could 
not pull it through, harnessed themselveifriti. 
front; and in windy weather, with dec^3 water 
on the inside of the bar, and blue breakers 

I 

one the other, one really began sometimes to 
think of the slackening wheels of Pharaoh. 
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2 J.*It chanced that there were tWb days 
of rain as we passed the Western Riviera; 
thei%^ was a hot night at Albenga before 
they cam^ on, and my father wrote—which 
was extremely wrong of him—a parody of 
‘WSe is me, Alhama/ the refrain being 
instead, * Woe is me, Albenga *; the Moorish 
minarets of the old town and its Saracen 
trends, 1 suppose, having brought * the 
;^Moorish King rode up and down* into his 
liead.« Then the rain, with wild sirocco, came 
on; and somewhere near Savona there was 
a pause at the brink of one of the streams, 
rather angry Hood, and isome question if 
the carriage could get through. Loaded, it 
could not, and everybody was ordered to 
get out and be carried across, the carriage 
to follow, in such sliifts as it might. Every¬ 
body obeyed these orders, and submitted to 
the national customs with great hilarity, except* 
my yother, who absolutely refused to be 
caniied in the arms of an Italian ragged 
opera l^ero, more or less resembling the 
figures whom she had seen carrying off into 
the mountains the terriiied Taglioni, or Cerilo. 
Out of th€ carriage she would not move, on 
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any s 61 icitation;—if they could pull tho» can* 
riage thiough, they could pull her tao, s|ie 
said. My father was alike alarmed and ^ngry, 
but as the sunounding opera corps de ballot 
seemed to look on the whole thing rather as 
a jest and an occasion for bajocco gath^ing, 
than any crisis of fate, my mother had her 
way; a good team of bare-legged youngsters 
was put to, and she and the carriage enteppd 
the stream with shouting. Two-thirds through, 
the sand was soft, and horses and boys sapped 
to breathe. There was another, and really 
now serious, remonstrance with my mother, 
we being all newous about quicksands, as« if 
it had been the middle of Lancaster Bay. But 
stir she would not; the horses got their wind 
again, and the boys their way, and with much 
whip cracking and splrshing, carriage and 
dama Inglese were victoriously dragged to 
dry land, with general promotion of good 
will between the two nations. ^ 

26. Of the passage of Magra, a day on^two 
afterwards, my memoiyr is vague a^its on^ 
waves. There were all sorts of paths across 
thre tract of troubled stiingle, and 1 ^w|s think¬ 
ing of the Carrara mountains beydnd, all the 
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whilA Most of the streams fordable* easily 
eqioi^; a plank or two, loosely propped with 
a hcaf of stones, for pier and buttress, replaced 
after every* storm, served the foot passenger. 
The main stream could neither be bridged nor 
fordfd, but was clumsily ferried, and at one 
place my motlicr had no choice really but 
between wading or being carried. She suf- 
fei^d the indignity, I think with some feeling 
of its being a consequence of the French 
Revelation, and remained cross all the way 
to Carrara. 

We were going on to Massa to sleep, but 
had time to stop and walk* up the dazzling 
white road to the lower quarry, and even to 
look into one or two * studios,’—beginnings of 
my fixed contempt for rooms so called, ever 
sinc^. Nevertheless, partly in my father’s 
sense of what was kind and proper to be 

% 

done,—partly by way of buying * a trifle from 
MaUqpk, —and partly because he and I both 
the fancy of the group, we bought a 
tyo feet^high ‘ Bacchus and Ariadne,’ copied 
from I know not what j(we supposed classic) 
.original,with as much art in it as usually 
goes to a French timepiece. It remained long 
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on a j>edestal in the library at Denmark ^ill, 

till it got smoked, and was put out<of t^ie 

* 

way. 

With the passage of the Mag^, and tMe 
purchase of the Bacchus and Ariadnej to , 
remain for a sort of monument of the \wo- * 
feet high knowledge of classic art then pos¬ 
sessed by me, ended the state of mind in 
which my fictions of sculpture lay betwq^n 
Chantrey and Roubilliac. Across Magra I 
felt that I was in Italy proper; the nejst day 
we drove over the bridge of Serchio into 
Lucca. 

27. I am wrong in saying I 'felt,' then^ 1 
was in Italy proper. It is only in looking 
back that I can mark the exact point where 
the tide began to turn for me; and total 
ignorance of what early Christian art meant, 
and of what living sculpture meant, were 
first pierced by vague wonder and embar- 

C - 

rassed awe, at the new mystery roun^ me. 
The effect of Lucca on me at this time is 
now quite confused with the far grc^Ater one 

in 1845. Not so that of the first sight of 

_ 

PIfea, where the solemnity and pvnjy of its 
.architecture impressed me deeplyyet chiefly 
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in connection with Byron and Shelley. A 

masked brother of the Misericordia first met 

• 

usin the cathedral of Lucca; but the possible 
•occurrence of the dark figures in the open 
sunlight, of the streets added greatly to the 
imtginative effect of Pisa on my then nervous 
and depressed fancy. I drew the Spina 
Chapel with the Poiite-a-Mare beyond, very 
usefully and well; but the languor of the 
muddy Arno as against Reuss, or Genevoise 
Rhojjie, made me suspect all past or future 
description of Italian rivers. Singularly, I 


never saw Arno in full flood till 1882, nor 
understood till then that all.the rivers of Italy 
are mountain torrents. I am ashamed, myself, 
to read, but feel it an inevitable duty to print, 
the piece of diary which records my first 
imj)ression of Florence. 

28. 'November 13th, 1840. I have just 


been walking, or sauntering, in the square /Df 
the ^statues, the air pA-fectly balmy; and I 


shall not soon forget, I hope, the impression 
left by^this square as it opened from the river, 
with the enormous mass of tower above,—or 


of the Di^omo itself. ^ had not expected mny 
mass of a church, rather something graceful, 
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like La Salute at Venice; and, luckily, coming 
on it at the south-east angle, where 
gallery round the dome is complete, got nf^arly 
run over before I recovered from tj^c stun o# 
the effect. Not that it is good as architecture 
even in its own barbarous style. I cailnot 
tell what to think of it: but the wealth of 
exterior marble is quite overwhelming, and 
the motion of magnificent figure in marbj^e' 
and bronze about the great square, thrilling. 

^Nov. 15th. I still cannot make u|i my 
mind about this place, though my present 
feelings are of grievous disappointment. The 
galleries, which L walked through yesterday, 
are impressive enough; but 1 had as soon be 
in the British Museum, as far as enjoyment 
goes, except for the Raphaels. 1 can under¬ 
stand nothing else, and not much of them* ^ 

29. At Florence then, this time, the New- 
gate-like palaces were rightly hateful to me; 
the old shop and * market - streets rightly 
pleasant; the inside of the Duomo a horvo^ 
the outside a Chinese puzzle. All sa<^ed art^ 
—frescoes, tempera, what not, mere zero, as 
they were to the Italians thems^ves; the 
country round, dead wall and dusty olive;— 
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the^hole, a provocation and wearines^^ except 
fpr one master, M. Angelo. 

1 taw at once in him that there was emotion 
Ind humaft life, more than in the Greeks; and 
a severity and meaning which were not in 
RifBens. Everybody about me swearing that 
Michael Angelo was the finest thing in the 
world, I was extremely proud of being pleased 
^th him; confirmed greatly in my notion of 
my own infallibility, and with help of Rogers 
in th« Lorenzo Chapel, and long sittings and 
standings about the Bacchus in the Uffizii, 
progressed greatly and vitally in Michael- 
Angelesquc directions. Bitt I at once pro¬ 
nounced the knife grinder in the Tribune 
a vulgar nuisance, as I do still; the Venus 
de Medicis, an uninteresting little person; 
Rsiphaefs St. John,m piece of black bombast; 
and the Uffizii collection in general, an un< 
becoming medley, got together by people who 
, kne^jf nothing, and cared less than nothing,* 
^hmit the arts. On the whole, when 1 last 
yalked^ through the Uffizii in 1882 I was 
precisely of the same opinion, and proud of 

* % 

• * Thai* is, cared the wrong w,ay,—liked them for their 
iheaiiest skills, and worst uses. 
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having'arrived at it so quickly. It was n#t to 
be expected of me at that time to liketeith^r 
Angelico or Botticelli; and if I had, the Clipper 
corridor of the Uffizii was an entirqjy vile anfi 
contemptible place wherein to see the great 
Madonna of the one, or the Venus Marii& of 
the other. Both were then in the outer pas¬ 
sage from the entrance to the Tribune. 

These conclusions being comfortably arrived 
at, 1 sate myself down in the middle of the 
Ponte Vecchio, and made a very trut and 
valuable sketch of the general perspective of 
its shops and the buildings beyond, looking 
towards the Ducwio. I seem to have had 
time or will for no more in Florence; the 
Mercato Vccchio was too crowded to work in, 
and the carving of the Duomo could not be 
disengaged from its colour. Hopeful, ^ut 
now somewhat doubtful, of finding things 
more to our mind in the south, we drove 
through the Porta Romana. ^ 

30. Siena, Radicofani, Viterbo, and «thj 
fourth day, Rome;—a gloomy journ^, with 
gloomier rests. I had a bad weary headache 
at»Siena; and the cathedral seen^e^ to me 
every wly absurd —over-cut, ovfir-striped, 
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ovflT-crocketed, over-gabled, a piece df costly 
Sionfictionery, and faithless vanity. In the 
maii it is so; the power of Siena was in her 
•old cath^ral, her Edward the Confessor's 
Westminster. Is the ruin of it; yet spared ? 

The volcanic desert of Radicofani, with 
gathering storm, and an ominously ^olian 
keyhole in a vile inn, remained long to all of 
a terrific memory. At Viterbo I was better, 
and made a sketch of the convent on one side 
of tlie square, rightly felt and done. On the 
fourth day papa and mamma observed with 
triumph, though much worried by the jolting, 
that every mile nearer Rome the road got 
worse! 

31. My stock of Latin learning, with which 
to begin my studies of the city, consisted of 
thg two first books of Livy, never well known, 
and the names of places remembered without 
ever looking where they were on a map; 
Juvgnal, a page or two of Tacitus, and in 
^ifgil the burning of Troy, the story of Dido, 
^the ep^pde of Euryalus, and the last battle. 
Of course, I had nominally read the whole 
^neidj^ but thought most of it nonsense, 
or later Roman history, I had rea 3 English 
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abstracti of the imperial vicesi and supposed 
the malaria in the Campagna to be the*con^ 
sequence of the Papacy. I had never h^rd 
of a good Roman emperor, or a g^d popc^ 
was not quite sure whether Trajan lived before 
Christ or after, and would have thanked, illth 
a sense of relieved satisfaction, anybody who 
might have told me that Marcus Antoninus 
was a Roman philosopher contemporary wi^ 
Socrates. 

32. The first sight of St. PetePs dome, 
twenty miles away, was little more to any of 
us than the apparition of a grey milestone, 
announcing twenty miles yet of stony road 
before rest. The first sluggish reach of Tiber, 
with its mud shore and ochreous water, was a 
quite vile and saddening sight to me,— as 
compared with breezy tide of Thames, s^n 
from Nanny Clowsley’s. The Piazza del 
Popolo was as familiar to me, from paintings, 
as Cheapside, and much less interesting. ,We 
went, of course, to some hotel in the Piaaat^ 
di Spagna, and 1 went to bed tired an^ sulky^ 
at finding myself in a big street of a big 
moftern town, with notliing to draw, find no 
end of thfhgs to be bothered with. Next day, 
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wafting refreshed, of course 1 said, am in 
J^one,* after Mr. Rogers; and accompanied 
papf and mamma, with a tinge of curiosity, 
•to St Pejpr's. 

Most people and books had told me I should 
disappointed in its appearance of size. 
But 1 have not vainly boasted my habit and 
faculty of measuring magnitudes, and there 
^as no question to me how big it was. The 
characters Ti was not prepared for were the 
clunky dulness of the facade, and the entirely 
vile taste and vapid design of the interior. 
We walked round it, saw the mosaic copies of 
pictures we did not care •for, the pompous 
tombs of people whose names we did not 
know, got out to the fresh air and fountains 
again with infinite sense of relief, and never 
ag|in went near the place, any of us, ex¬ 
cept to hear music, or see processions and 
paraphernalia. 

3^ So we went home to lunch, and of 
course drove about the town in the after- 
noon, ^nd saw the Forum, Coliseum, and so 
on. I had no distinct idea what the Forum 
was or^ ^ver had been, or how the thtee 
pillars, or*the seven, were connected with it, 
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or the Arch of Severus, standing ^itliout 
any road underneath^ or the ragged bloek of 
buildings above, with their tower off. the 
commonest possible eighteenth century type* 
There was, however, one extreme good in 
all this, that 1 saw things, with what^er 
faculty was in me, exactly for what they 
were; and though my religious instruction, 
as aforesaid, led me to suppose the malaij^ 
in the Campagna was the consequence of the 
Papacy, that did not in the least affeot my 
clear and invincible perception that .the out* 
line of Soracte was good, and the outlines of 
tufo and pozzolatia foregrounds bad, whether 
it was Papal or Protestant pozzolana. What 
the Forum or Capitol had been, I did not 
in the least care; the pillars of the Forum 
I saw were on a smati scale, and t^eir 
capitals rudely carved, and the houses above 
them nothing like so interesting as the side 
of any close in the ^Auld toun' of i)din- 
burgh. « 

34. Having ascertained these genej;!al fact^ 
about the city and its ruins, 1 had to begin 

I * 

my gallery work. Of course all .tl^e great 
religious paintings, Perugino’s anlechamber. 
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Angftlico’s chapel, and the whole lower story 
o{ th« Sistine, were entirely useless to me. 
No S[pul ever bade me look at them, and 1 
%d no sei^e yet to find them out for myself. 
Everybody told me to look at the roof of 
theSistine chapel, and 1 liked it; but every¬ 
body also told me to look at Raphael's Trans¬ 
figuration, and Domenichino’s St. Jerome; 
w])^ch also I did attentively, as 1 was bid, 
and pronounced—without the smallest hesi¬ 
tation*—Domenichino's a bad picture, and 
Raphael’s an ugly one; and thenceforward 
paid no more attention to what anybody said, 
(unless I happened to agree* with it) on the 
subject of painting. 

Sir Joshua’s verdict on the Stanze was a 
different matter, and I studied them long 
and^ carefully, admitting at once that there 
was more in them than 1 was the least able 
to see or understand, but decisively ascer¬ 
taining that they could not give me the 
le^^ pleasure, and contained a mixture of 
Paganish and Papacy wholly inconsistent 
with the religious instruction 1 had received 
in Walwjrth* * 

Having laid these foundations of future 
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Study, 1 never afterwards had oe<nsl 0 Q 
seiiously to interfere with them. l>ametii« 
chino 13 always spoken of—as long (^s, hn 
deference to Sir Joshua, 1 nam^him at ^ 
—as an entirely bad painter; the Stanjse, as, 
never giving, or likely to give, anybody in 
a healthy state of mind,—that is to say, 
desirous of knowing what sibyls were really 
like, or how a Greek conceived the Mu|i^s, 
—the slightest pleasure; and tfie opposition 
of the Parnassus to the Disputa, shQ''vn, id 
the ‘Stones of Venice,'* to foretell the fall 
of Catholic Theology, 

35 The mam iwonders of Rome thus taken 
stock of, and the course of minor sight-seeing 
begun, we thought it time to present a letter 
of introduction which Henry Acland had given 
me to Mr. Joseph Severn. 

Although in the large octavo volume con¬ 
taining the works of Coleridge, Shelley, and 
Keats, which so often lay on my nich^table 
at Herne Hill, the Keats part had newr 

* 1 have authorized the republication of t'^’is book M 
Its onginal text and form, chiefly for the sake of its deaf, 
an i the reader will And, wllolly incontrovertible, statemeixt 
of the deadly influence of Renaissance on *1119 

Arts in Italy, and on the rebgion of the Worfd. 
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Rttr^ted me, and always puzzled, I Had got 
quite enough perception of his natural power, 
and^^elt enough regret for his death, to make 
me wait whh reverence on his guardian friend. 
I forget exactly where Mr. Severn lived at 
thaiRtime, but his door was at the right of 
the landing at the top of a long flight of 
squarely reverting stair,—broad, to about 
the span of an English lane that would allow 
two carts to pass; and broad-stepped also, its 
gentle^ incline attained by some three inches 
of fall to a foot of flat. Up this 1 was advanc¬ 
ing slowly,—^it being forbidden me ever to 
strain breath,—and was within eighteen or 
twenty steps of Mr. Severn’s door, when it 
opened, and two gentlemen came out, closed 
it behind them with an expression of ex* 
duding the world |pr evermore from that 
side of the house, and began to descend 
the stairs to meet me, holding to,my lefu 
One was a rather shorf, rubicund, serenely 
heanj^ng person; the other, not much taller, 
but paler, with a beautifully modelled fore- 
IbSad, an^ extremely vivid, though kind, dark 
eyes. 

36. The}» looked hard at me as they passed, 

VOL. II, D 
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but in' my usual shyness, and also ^^gaUSHt 
1 have held it a first principle of in|tnnm 
not to waylay people;—above all, not to* slop 
them when they are going out, I made mo 
sign, and leaving them to descend the revert* 
ing stair in peace, climbed, at still slackcaing 
pace, the remaining steps to Mr. Severn's 
door, and left my card and letter of introduc¬ 
tion with the servant, who told roe he had 

ft 

just gone out. His dark-eyed companion was 
George Richmond, to whom, also, Aclaj^d had 
given me a letter. Both Mr. Severn and he 
came immediately to see us. My father and 
mother’s quiet put-of-thc-wayness at first 
interested, soon pleased, and at last won 
them, so completely, that befom Christmas 
came, out of all people in Rome they chose 
us to eat their Christmas dinner with. Much 
more for my father’s sake and mother's, *tban 
mine; not that they were uninterested in me 

t 

also, but as my ways of out-of-the*wayness 
were by no means quiet, but perpe^ially 
firing up under their feet in little osplutti&rs 
and spitfires of the most appalling' henmjr; 
and those not only ti^oublesome in immediate 
crackle, but carried out into steady,*^ and not 
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alwiiys refutablei objection to nearly* every- 
sacred in their sight, of the autocratic 
mastigrs and authentic splendours of Rome, 
fheir dialqgues with me were apt to resolve 
themselves into delicate disguises of necessary 
rej^oof ; and even with my father and mother, 
into consultation as to what was best to be 


done to bring me to anything like a right 
iqjpd. The old people’s confidence in 
had been unbounded from the first, in con«' 
sequqpce of Mr. Severn’s having said to 
Mr. Richmond when they met me on the 
stairs, ^ What a poetical countenance! ’—and 
my recently fanatical misbehaviour in the 
affair of the Harlech, coupled with my now 
irrepressible impertinences to Raphael and 
Domenichino, began to give me in my parents’ 
^e^ something of she distant aspect of the 
Prodigal Son. 

37. The weight of adverse authority which 
1 bad thus to support was soon increased 
«She zeal of Mr. Richmond’s younger 
brother,* Tom, whom I found, on the first 
occasion^ of my visiting them in their common 
studio, c^gprly painting* a torso with shadows 
Vf smalt blue, which, it was explained to me, 
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were aherwards to be glazed so as to chftRge 
into the flesh colour of Titian. As I diti^n«t 
at that time see anything particular iiv the 
flesh colour of Titian, and did not see the 
slightest probability—if there were—of its 
being imitable by that process, here was' at 
once another chasm of separation opened 
between my friends and me, virtually never 
closed to the end of time; and in its i|9a- 
mediately volcanic effect, decisive of the 
manner in which I spent the rest of my time 
in Rome and Italy. For, making up my mind 
thenceforward that the sentiment of Raphael 
and tints of Titian were alike beyond me, if 
not wholly out of my way; and that the 
sculpture galleries of the Vatican were mere 
bewilderment and worry, I took the bit in my 
teeth, and proceeded to Sketch what I c^uld 
find in Rome to represent in my own way, 
bringing in primarily,—by way of defiance 
to Raphael, Titian, and the Apollo Belvidere 
all in one,—a careful study of old clcfth^s 

0 -f 

hanging out of old windows in tl|e Jew|r 
quarter. 

38. The gauntlet being thus thrown, the 
two Mr. Richmonds and my father iSad nothing 
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' for Mt but to amuse themselves as best they 

^uld with my unclassical efforts, not, taken 
on ^ly own terms, without interest 1 did 
the best ^ could for the Forum, in a careful 
i;eneral view; a study of the aqueducts of 
th^ Campagna from St. John Lateran, and of 
the Aventine from the Ponte Rotto, were ex¬ 
tremely pleasant to most beholders; and at 
l^t even Mr. Richmond was so far mollified 
as to ask me to draw the street of the Trinita 
di Mgnte for him, with which he had many 
happy associations. There was another prac¬ 
tical chance for me in life at this crisis,—1 
might have made the most^ precious records 
of all the cities in Italy. But all my chances 
of being anything but what I am were thrown 
away, or broken short, one after another. An 
entirely mocking and mirage-coloured one, as 
it seemed then, yet became, many a year later, 
a great and beautiful influence on my life. 

39. Between my Protestantism and, as Tom 
‘ Richmond rightly called it, Proutism, I had 
tmw aBjured Roman shows altogether, and 
was equally rude and restive, whether 1 was 
asked to gp to a churc£, a palace, or a gallety, 
-r-when papa and mamma began to perceive 
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some (fawn of docility in me about g^ing 
to hear musical church services. This^'tjMfy 
naturally attributed to my native taste» foi^ 
Gregorian chants, and my increasing aptitude 
for musical composition. But the fact was^ 
that at services of this kind there was alwSys 
a chance of seeing, at intervals, above the 
bowed heads of the Italian crowd, for an 
instant or two before she also stooped—gr 
sometimes, eminent in her grace above a 
stunted group of them,—a fair English* girl, 
who was not only the admitted Queen of 
beauty in the English circle of that winter in 
Rome, but was so, in the kind of beauty 
which I had only hitherto dreamed of as 
possible, but never yet seen living: statuesque 
severity with womanly sweetness joined. I 
don’t think 1 ever succeeded in getting nearer 
than within fifty yards of her; but she was 
the light and solace ail the Roman winter 
to me, in the mere chance glimpses of her far 
away, and the hope of them^ 

40. Meantime, my father, to wh^m oiii( " 
Roman physician had^given an encouraging 
report of me, recovered some of his .aatuitd 
cheerfulness, and enjoyed, with his niece, udiU: 
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if n»t an enthusiastic, was an indefitigable 
apd^altentive sight-seeker and seer, everything 
that Jlome had to show; the musical festas 
IbpeAally, ^whenever his cross •* grained boy 
oemaented, for Miss Tollcmache’s secret sake, 
to fb with him; while Mr. Severn and George 
Richmond became every day more kindly— 
nor, we felt, without real pleasure to them- 
9c]yes—helpful to us alL No habitu^ of the 
brightest circles of present London Society 
will doubt the privilege we had in better and 
better knowing George Richmond. But there 
is nothing in any circle that ever I saw or 
heard of, like what Mr. Joseph Severn then 
was in Rome. He understood everybody, 
native and foreign, civil and ecclesiastic, in 
what was nicest in them, and never saw any- 
thii^ else than the nicest; or saw what other 
people got angry about as only a humorous 
part of the nature of things. It was the 
nature of things that the Pope should be at 
' S|. -^Peier^s, and the beggars on the Pincian 
steps." * He forgave the Pope his papacy, 
reverenced the beggar’s beard, and felt that 
alike th^ s^eps of the I^ncian, and the Aradli, 
and the ^teran, and the Capitol, led to 
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heaven) and everybody was going up, some¬ 
how; but might be happy where they»we|pe 
in the meantime. Lightly sagacious, lo^ngly 
humorous, daintily sentimental, he wdS ift 
council with the cardinals to-day, and at picnic 
in Campagna with the brightest English bdiles 
to-morrow; and caught the hearts of all in the 
golden net of his good will and good under¬ 
standing, as if life were but for him J^e 
rippling chant of his 'favourite song,— 

** Gente, e qui Tuccellatore.** 



CHAPTER III. 


CVMJE. 

41. In my needful and fixed resolve to set 
t|}e facts down continuously, leaving the 
reader to his reflections on them, I am slip¬ 
ping* a little too fast over tlie surfaces of 
things; and it becomes at this point desirable 
that I should know, or at least try to guess, 
something of nj^at the reader's reflections 
are! and whether in the main he is getting 
at the sense of the facts I tell him. 

Does he think me a lucky or unlucky youth, 

I ponder ? Commendable, on the whole, and 

exemplary—or the reverse ? Of promising 

gifts—or merely glitter of moniing, to pass 

at noon ? I ask him at this point, because 

several letters from pleased acquaintances 

have announced to me, of late, that they have 

obtained quite new lights upon my character 

frc»n tlje^ jottings, and like me much better 

than they* ever did before. Which was not 

57 
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the leai^c the effect I intended to produc€^ on 
them; and which moreover is the exac^ 
opposite of the effect on my own mind o(m 
meeting myself, by turning bacl^ face to* 
face. 

42. On the contrary, 1 suffer great pfin, 
and shame, in perceiving with better know¬ 
ledge the little that 1 was, and the much 
that I lost—of time, chance, and—duty, ^ 
duty missed is the worst of loss); and I 
cannot in the least understand what ac¬ 
quaintances have found, in anything hitherto 
told them of my childhood, more amiable than 
tliey might have*guessed of the author of 
* Time and Tide,* or * Unto This Last.* The 
real fact being, whatever they make of it, 
that hitherto, and for a year or two on, yet, 

1 was simply a little floppy and soppy tadpx^e, 
—little more than a stomach with a tail to 
it, flattening and wriggling itself up the ciystal 
ripples and in the pure sands of the spring¬ 
head of youth. • 

But there were always good eyes in me^ 
and a good habit of keeping head up kream; 
and now Uie time was coming when \ 
to think about helping princesses by fetohing 
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up tlieir balls from the bottom; wheif 1 got 
a^audden glimpse of myself, in the true shape 
of extremely startling and discouraging: 
in ^ome it was, towards the Christmas 

time. 

Among the living Roman arts of which 
polite travellers were expected to carry speci¬ 
mens home with them, one of the prettiest 
u^d to be the cutting cameos out of pink 
shells. We bought, according to custom, 
some ^oquillage of Gods and Graces; but the 
cameo cutters were also skilful in mortal 
portraiture, and papa and mamma, still ex¬ 
pectant of my future greatness, resolved to 
have me carved in cameo. 

I had always been content enough with my 
front face in the glass, and had never thought 
of contriving vision of the profile. The cameo 
finished, I saw at a glance to be well cut; but 

the image it gave of me was not to my mind. 

0 ^ 

I did not analyse its elements at the time, but 

should now describe it as a George the Third’s 

Mony, with a halfpenny worth of George the 

Fonitk, ^he pride of Amurath the Fifth, and 

the temper of eight little Lucifers in a swipt 

lods^ng. • 
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Now* I knew myself proud; yes, and of 
late, sullen; but did not in the least rec<^i^ 
pride or sulkiness for leading faults o( my 
nature. On the contrary, I knew myself 
wholly reverent to all real greatness, and 
wholly good-humoured—when I got my 
way. What more can you expect of average 
boy, or beast ? 

And it seemed hard to me that only the 
excrescent faults, and by no means the con¬ 
stant capacities, should be set forth, garved 
by the petty justice of the practical cameo. 
Concerning which, as also other later portraits 
of me, I will be tjius far proud as to tell the 
disappointed spectator, once for all, that the 
main good of my face, as of my life, is in the 
eyes,—and only in those, seen near; that a 
very dear and wise French friend also t^ld 
me, a long while after this, that the lips, 
though not Apolline, were kind: the George 
the Third and Fourth character I recognise 
very definitely among my people, as alroadjr 
noticed in my cousin George of Croydo’ti; and 
of the shape of head, fore and aft, 1 have my 
ovAi opinions, but do hot think it ,time, yet, 
to tell them. 
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44. I think it, however, quite time* to say 
a«li|^tie more fully, not only what happened 
to mfi, now of age, but what was tu me: to 
ftrhich end^I permit a passage or two out of 
my diaiy, written for the first time this year 
wlftlly for my own use, and note of things 
I saw and thought; and neither to please 
papa, nor to be printed,—with corrections,— 
b]^Mr. Harrison. 

I see, indeed, in turning the old leaves, that 
1 ha^e been a little too morose in my record 
of impressions on the Riviera. Here is a 
page more pleasant, giving first sight of a 
place afterwards much important in my life— 
the promontory of Sestri di Levante. 

‘Sestri, Nov, 4th (1840). Very wet all 
morning; merely able to get the four miles 
to ^is most lovely village, the clouds drifting 
like smoke from the hills, and hanging in 
wreaths about the white churches on their 
yiroody slopes. Kept in here till three, then 
t|^e*clouds broke, and we got up the woody 
promontory that overhangs the village. The 
douds were rising gradually from the Apen¬ 
nines, (foments entangled here and thire 
in the ravfhes catching the level sunlight like 
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so many tongues of fire; the dark blue •out-* 
line of the hills clear as ciystal against a pale 
distant purity of green sky, the sun toi^biug 
here and there upon their turfy^precipioe#, 
and the white, square villages along the gulph 
gleaming like silver to the north-west a 
mass of higher mountain, plunging down into 
broad valleys dark with olive, their summits 
at first grey with rain, then deep blue wj^ 
flying showers — the sun suddenly catching 
the near woods at their base, already cok>ured 
exquisitely by the autumn, with such a burst 
of robing,—penetrating, glow as Turner only 
could even imagine, set off by the grey storm 
behind. To the south, an expanse of sea, 
varied by reflection of white Alpine cloud, 
and delicate lines of most pure blue, the low 
sun sending its line of• light — forty nyles 
long—from the horizon; the surges dashing 
far below against rocks of black marble, «nd 
lines of foam drifting back with the current 
into the open sea. Overhead, a group ^ 
dark Italian pine and evergreen oak, witfi 
such lovely ground about their roo& as wt 
haVe in the best bits of the islancjs ^of Der* 
wentwater. This continued till mar sunset^ 
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whgi a tall double rainbow rose to 4 he east 
ovei^ the fieiy woods, and as the sun sank, 
th^^storm of falling rain on the mountains 
tbecame suddenly purple—nearly crimson; the 
rainbow, its hues scarcely traceable, one broad 
btft of crimson, the clouds above all fire. The 
whole scene such as can only come once or 
twice in a lifetime/ 

45 - I see that we got to ^Rome on a Satur- 
^y, November 28th. The actual first entry 
next morning is, perhaps, worth keeping;— 

'^ov. 29th, Sunday. A great fuss about 
Pope officiating in the Sistine Chapel—Advent 
Sunday. Got into a crowd^ and made myself 
very uncomfortable for nothing: no music 
worth hearing, a little mummeiy with Pope 
and dirty cardinals. Outside and west facade 
of St, Petcris certainly very fine: the inside 
would make a nice ball-room, but is good for 
nothing else/ 

* Nov. 30th. Drove ^ip to the Capitol—a 
filthy, melancholy-looking, rubbishy place; 
£id down to the Forum, which is certainly 
1 veiy good subject; and then a little further 
on, amon|;st quantities of bricks and rubbish, 
till 1 wSs quite sick/ 
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With'disgust, I meant; but from Deceqjber' 
20th to 25th I had a qualm of real (ever^ 
which it was a wonder came to no wj^rse. 
On the 30th I am afoot again ; thus:— 

have been walking backwards and for¬ 
wards on the Pincian, being unable to 
anything else since this confounded illnesSi 
and trying to hnd out why every imaginable 
delight palls so very rapidly on even the 
keenest feelings. I had all Rome before 
me; towers, cupolas, cypresses, and palaces 
mingled in every possible grouping; a light 
Decemberisli mist, mixed with the slightest 
vestige of wood stnoke, hovering between the 
distances, and giving beautiful grey outlines 
of every form between the eye and the sun; 
and over the rich evergreen oaks of the 
Horghese gardens, a range of Apennine, with 
one principal pyramid of pure snow, like a 
piece of sudden comet-light fallen on the 
earth. It was not like moonlight, nor like 
sunlight, but as soft as the one, and as power¬ 
ful as the other. And yet, with all this around 
me, I could not feel it. I was as tired of m^ 
watk, and as glad wheif I thought I had done 
duty, as ever on the Norwood road.c 
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46^ There was a girl walking up and down 
iRptl^^onie children, her light cap prettily set 
on vgry well dressed hair: of whose country 
f had no ^oubt; long before I heard her 
^ complain to one of her charges, who was 
jabBering English as fast as the fountain 
tinkled on the other side of the road, * Qu'elle 
n’en comprenait pas un mot.' This girl after 
twg or three turns sat down beside another 
bonne* There they sate laughing and chatter¬ 
ing, with the expression of perfect happiness 
on their faces, thinking no more of the Alpine 
heights behind them, or the city beneath them, 
than of Constantinople; while I, with every 
feeling raised, I should think to a great degree 
above theirs, was in a state of actually severe 
mental pain, because I could perceive materials 
of the highest pleai^re around me, and felt 
the time hang heavy on my hands. Here is 
the pride, you perceive, good reader, and th^ 
sullens—-dum pituita molestat—both plain 
dqpugh. But it is no lofty pride in which I 
my ^feelings ' were raised above the 
French ionn^s* Very^ solemnly, I did i^t 
think mj^^df a better creature than she, nor 

so good; bbt only I knew there was a link 
VOL. 11. E 
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betweeh far Soracte and im, —^nay, evcn^ 
tween unseen Voltur and me,—whick liW 
not between her and^ them; and mernt a 
wider, earthly, if not heavenly, ho^zon, unddr 
the birth-star. 

i 

47. Meantime, beneath the hill, my mo^er 
knitted, as quietly as if she had been at home, 
in the corner of the great Roman room in 
which she cared for nothing but the cleajp^li- 
ness, as distinguishing it from the accommoda¬ 
tion of provincial inns; and the days turned, 
and it was time to think of the journey to 
Naples, before any of us were tired of Rome. 
And simple cousin Mary, whom I never con¬ 
descended to ask for cither sympathy or 
opinion, was really making better use of hex 
Roman days than any of us. She was a 
sound, plain, musician; (liaving been finished, 
by Moscheles); attended to the church 
orchestras carefully, read her guide-books 

accurately, knew always where she was, and 0 

<■1 

in her sincere religion, conquered her Ciarly 
Puritanism to the point of reverently visiti^ 
St. Paul’s grave and St. Cecilia’s house, and : 

4l • 

at last going up the Scala Santa on l^er knees, 
like any good girl of Rome. ' 
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46« So passed the days, fill there w^s spring 
$n^ne in the air as we climbed the Alban 
moui^t, and went down into the ravine under 
IrS Riccia^ afterwards described in perhaps 
the oflenest quoted passage of ' Modern 
Pointers.’ The diary says: hollow with 

another village on the hill opposite, a most 
elegant and finished group of church tower and 
rqgf, descending by delicate upright sprigs* 
of tree into a dark rich-toned depth of ravine, 
out of which rose nearer, and clear against 
its shade, a grey wall of rock, an absolute 
miracle for blending of bright hchenous colour.' 

With a few sentences more, to similar effect, 
and then a bit of Pontine marsh description, 
dwelling much on the moving points of the 
* black cattle, white gulls, black, bristly high- 
brq^ swine, and birds of all sorts, waders and 
dippers innumerable.' It is very interesting, 
at least to myself, to find how, so early ^s 
Uiis, while I never drew anything but in pencil 
dptlhie, I saw everything first in colour, as it 
ought to be seen. 

* I hftv« substituted this ^rd for a sketch like the fnd 
ofalmioiifS whidi would convey no idea to anybody but 
myself. * 
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49. I*must give room to the detail of«the 
day from Mola to Naples, because it siro^% 
to proof enough, the constant watchfulness 
upon which the statements in, * Modern 
Painters' were afterwards founded, though 
neither that nor any other book had yet been 
dreamed of, and 1 wrote only to keep memory 
of things seen, for what good might come of 
the memory anyhow. ^ 

"Naples, January 9th (1841). Dressed 
yesterday at Mola by a window commanding 
a misty sunrise over the sea—a grove of 
oranges sloping down to the beach, flushed 
with its light; Ga&ta opposite, glittering along 
its promontory. Ran out to terrace at side 
of the house, a leaden bit of roof, with pots of 
orange and Indian fig. There was a range 
of SkiddaW’hke raountahis rising from |the 
shore, the ravines just like those of Saddle¬ 
back, or the west side^ of Skidd aw; the higher 
parts bright with fresh-fallen snow; the 
highest, misty with a touch of soft white, sWif^* 
cloud. Nearer, they softened into green, bare 

Note the instant marking the pact of the cloud,—the 
work of * Coeli Enarrant * having been begun pracifically years 
before thi^ See below also of the ram<>cloud*^ 
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maves of hill; like Malverii; but with their 
tjpps^overed with olives and lines of vine,— 
the pillage of Mola showing its white walls 
%xkd level roofs above the olives, with a breath 
of blue smoke floating above them, and a long 
rsaige of distant hills running out into the sea 
beyond. The air was fresh, and yet so pure 
and soft, and so full of perfume from the 
orange trees below the teirace, that it seemed 
more like an early summer morning than 
January. It got soon threatening, however, 
though the sun kept with us as we drove 
through the village;—confined streets, but 
bright and varied, down 4 o the shore, and 
then under the slopes of the snowy precipice, 
now thoroughly dazzling with the risen sun, 
and between hedges of tall myitle, into the 
pl^n of Garigliane. A heavy rain-cloud 
raced* us the ten miles, and stooped over 
us, stealing the blue sky inch by inch, till 
it had left only a strip of amber-blue f behind 
'f^e Apennines, the near hills thrown into deep 

* This &tinct approach, or chase, by rain-cloud is op¬ 
posed, in my last lectures on sQr, to the of xzinSoud 

all tbrottgll tSe air, under the influence of plague wind. 

t Pdest trihsparent blue passing into gold. 
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dark p'urple shade, the snow behind tkem, 
first blazing—the only strong Irght in ^ this 
picture—then in shade, dark against thecpof<6 
sky-j the grey above, warm and lupd—a littll 
washed with rain in parts; below, a copse 
of willow coming against the dark purpAss, 
nearly pure Indian yellow, a little touched 
with red. Then came a lovely bit of aque¬ 
duct, with coats of shattered mosaic, 
hills seen through its arches, and pieces of 
bright green meadow mixing with the geUow 
of the willows. At Capua, detained by a 
rascally Dogana,~^we had one at Garig^iano 
as well, howling beggars all about (Caff6 dd 
Gig^io d'Oro), one ape of a creature clinging 
with its legs about another's neck, and chop- 
ping its jaws with its fists. Hence a dead flat 
of vines hanging from elms, and road perleptly 
straight, and cut utterly up by a deluge of 

rain. I was quite tired as it grew dark, 

# 

fragments of blue and amber sky showing 
through colossal thunder clouds, and tww pr 
three pure stars labouring among the da^ 
masses. It lightened fast as we got into 
Naples, and we were stopped again,^ first by 
Dogana, and then at passport ofBcb, till 1 lost 
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temper and patience, and could have cried 
l^e S‘ girl, for 1 was quite wearied with 
the J>ad roads, and disappointed with the 
ip^roach to Naples, and cold. I could not 
help wondering at this. How little could 1 
have imagined, sitting in xny home comer, 
yearning for a glance of tlie hill snow, or 
the orange leaf, that 1 should, at entering 
Naples, be as thoroughly out of humour as 
ever after a monotonous day in London. 
More^soT* 

5a For full ten years, since earliest geologic 
reading, I had thoroughly known the struc¬ 
ture and present look of Vesuvius and Mqnte 
Somma; nor had ^Friendship’s Offering’ and 
’Forget-me-not,’ in the days of the Bandit 
Leoni, left me without useful notions of the 
Bay of Naples. But the beautiful forms of 
Monte St. Angelo and Capri were new to me, 
and the first feeling of being in the presence 
o( the power and myste/y of the under earth, 
tmapeakably solemn; though Vesuvius was 
vurtuaill} in repose, and the slow changes in 
heap^ white cloud above the crater were 
only like ^ose of a thunder cloud. ^ 

The &‘sl sight of the Alps had been to me 
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as a direct revelation of the benevolent will 
in creation. Long since, in the vojcaiyc 
powers of destruction, 1 had been taug|j|t by 
Homer, and further forced by my own reasoif, 
to see, if not the personality of an Evil Spirit, ^ 
at all events the permitted symbol of 0ril, 
unredeemed, wholly distinct fiom the condi¬ 
tions of storm, or heat, or frost, on which 
the healthy courses of organic life depended. 
In the same literal way in which the snows 
and Alpine roses of Lauterbrunnen^ were 
visible Paradise, here, in the valley of ashes 
and throat of lava, were visible Hell. If thus 
in the natural, lipw else should it be in the 
spiritual world ? 

I had never yet read a line of Dante. From 
the moment when I knew the words,— 

“It now IS evening there, where buried lies 
The body m which I cast a shade, removed 
To Naples from Brundusium’s wall,” 

K 

not Naples only, but Italy, became for ^ver 
flushed with the sacred twilight of them. 
But even now, what pieces I knew 6 f Viigil, 
in'that kind, became all at once tj^ie, when 
I saw the birdless lake; for me alss, the voice 
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of iiliad teaching which was to be practically 
% warning law of future life;— 

^ ^ “ Nec le 

Nequicj^uam lucis Hecate priefccit Avemis.” 

aS'he legends became true,—to come 
true, I should have said,—trains of thought 
now iirst rising which did not take clear 
current till forty years afterwards; and in 
this first trickling, sorrowful in disappoint¬ 
ment;^ * There such places then, and 

Sibyls dtW live in them !—but is this all ? * 
Frightful enough, yes, the spasmodic ground 
—the boiling sulphur lake-^the Dog’s grotto 
with its floor a foot deep in poisoned air 
that could be stirred with the hand. Awful, 
but also for the Delphi of Italy, ignoble. 
Aqd all that was fhirest in the whole sweep 
of isle and sea, 1 saw, as was already my 
wont, with precise note of its faults. 

51. The common English traveller, if he 
aui» gather a black bunch of grapes with his 
own fingers, and have his bottle of Falemian 
Iroughf him by a girl with black eyes, asks 
no more* of this world, nor the next; hnd 
declares Naples a Paradise. But 1 knew, 
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from the first moment when my foot furrqpired 
volcanic ashes, that no mountain fongk^ cf 
colour could exist in perfection when 
thing was made of scoria, and that blue se^ 
was to be little boasted if it broke on black 
sand. And I saw also, with really vmt 
anger, the horror of neglect in the govern¬ 
ing power, which Mr. Gladstone found, for¬ 
sooth, in the Neapiolitan prisons! but which 
neither he nor any other Englishman, so Tar 
as I know, except Byron and I, saw tc^have 
made the Apennines one prison wall, and 
all the modern life of Italy one captivity of 
shame and enm^; alike against the honour 
of her ancestors, and the kindness of her 
God. 

With these strong insights into the faults 
of others, there came also at Naples, 1 fm 
thankful to say, some stroke of volcanic light¬ 
ning on my own. The sense of the useless¬ 
ness of all Naples and its gulph to me, in 
my then state of iUness and gloom, jvas 
borne in upon me with reproach: th^ chry¬ 
salid envelope began to tear itself op^ hert 
and there to some purjlose, and I Ijadf fare¬ 
well to the last outlines of Monte Bu Angelo 
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2a tkey faded in the south, with dim notions 
bearing my ways in future. 

5Sb At Mola di Gaeta we stopped a whole 
Aay that l^mig^t go back to draw the castle 
^of Itri. It was hinted darkly to us that Itri 
wm* of no good repute; wc disdained all 
imputations on such a lovely place, and drove 
back theie for a day’s rambling. While 1 
drew, my mother and Mary went at their 
own sweet wills up and down; Mary had 
by thip time, at school and on the road, made 
herself mistress of syllables enough to express 
some sympathy with any contadina who wore 
a pretty cap, or carried a pretty baby; and, 
the appearance of English women being rare 
at Itri, the contadine were pleased, and every¬ 
thing that was amiable to mamma and Mary. 
I igade an exceUen^ sketch, and we returned 
in exultation to the orange-groves of Mola. 
We afterwards beard that the entire popu¬ 
lation of Itri consisted of banditti, and never 
* ^obled ourselves about banditti any more. 
We stopped at Albano for the Sunday, and 
f went dUt in the morning for a walk through 
its llex^ groves with *my father and moftier 
and Maryv For some time back, the little 
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cough 6ringing blood had not troubled* me, 
and I had been taking longer walk^^aud 
otherwise counting on comparative safety, 
when here suddenly, in the gentje momin^f 
saunter through the shade, the cough came ^ 
back—with a little darker stain on the hand¬ 
kerchief than usual. 1 sat down on a bank 
by the roadside, and my father’s face was 
very grave. ^ 

We got quietly back to the inn, where he 
found some sort of light carriole disposable, 
and set out, himself, to fetch the doctor from 
Rome. 

It has always been one of the great shadows 
of thought to me, to fancy my father's feelings 
as he was driven that day those eighteen miles 
across the Campagna. 

Good Dr. Gloag comforted him, and ,»*e- 
turned with him. But there was nothing 
new to be done, nor said. Such chance 
attack was natural in the spring, he said, only 
I must be cautious for a while. My mother 
never lost her courage for an instant. Nez^ 
day we went on to Rome, and it was^he last 
timb the cough ever troubled me. 

53. The weather was fine at Easter, and 
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I saw* the Benediction, and sate in thh open 
air twilight opposite the castle of St. 
Angalo, and saw the dome-lines kindle on 
St. Peter's^ and the castle veil the sky with 
^flying fire. Bearing with me from that last 
in Rome many thoughts that ripened 
slowly afterwards, chiefly convincing me 

how guiltily and meanly dead the Pro¬ 
testant mind was to the whole meaning 

and end of mediaeval Church splendour; 
and bow meanly and guiltily dead the 

existing Catholic mind was, to the course 
by which to reach the Italian soul, instead 
of its eyes. • 

Re-opening, but a few days since, the book 
which my Christchurch official tutor, Walter 
Brown, recommended to me as the most 
<us€;ful code of English religious wisdom, the 
'Natural History of Enthusiasm,* 1 chanced 
on this following passage, which I think must 
have been one of the first to startle the com- 
'pkcency of my Puritan creed. My since 
experience in theological writing furnishes me 
T^th no Viore terrific example of the absence 
alike of^ sharity and * understanding in tiie 
leading masters of that sect, beyond all 
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others'^into which the Church hai^ erer^^Mdi 
divided:— 

* If it be for a moment forgotten that 
every belJ, and bowl, and vest of (he Romisfc 
service there is hid a device against the^ 
liberty and welfare of mankind, and thaf^ts 
gold, and pearls, and fine linen are the deck** 
ings of eternal ruin; and if this apparatus of 
worship be compared with the impurities 
the cruelties of the old Polytheistic rites, great 
praise may seem due to its contriven^ All 
the materials of poetic and scenic effect have 
been elaborated by the genius and taste of 
the Italian artistr until a spectacle has been 
got up which leaves the most splendid shows 
of the ancient idol worship of Greece and 
Rome at a vast distance of inferiority/ 

Yet I cannot distinctly remember being 
shocked, even at this passage, and I know 
there was much in the rest of the book that 
pleased me; but 1 had already the advantage 
over its author, and over all such authom, of 
knowing, when I saw them, sincere art from 
lying art, and happy faith from insolent dog^ 
matism. I knew that the voices in the Trinita 
di Monte did not sing to deceive me; and 
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^he kneeling multitude before the Pontiff 
ye|% indeed bettered and strengthened by his 
benediction. 

* Althou^ I had been able, weather favour¬ 
ing, to see the Easter ceremonies without 
dwiger, there was no sign, take all in all, 
of gain to my health from Roman winter. 
My own discouragement was great; and the 
first cautious journeyings back by Temi and 
Fuligno were sad enough; the night at Temi 
very^ceply so. For in the evening, when we 
came back from seeing the falls, the servant 
of a young Englishman asked to speak with 
us, saying that he was aU>ne in charge of 
his master, who had been stopped there by 
sudden, he feared mortal, illness. Would my 
father come and see him? My father went, 
an^ found a beautifully featured Scottish 
3'outh of three or four and twenty) indeed in 
the last day of decline. He died during the 
night, and we were of* some use to the de- 
s|»airing servant afterwards. I forget now 
liriiether we ever knew who the youth was. 
f find Ms name in my diary, * Farquharson,’ 
but no more. * * 

As we tdrew northward, however, out of 
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the vokanic countiy, 1 recovered heart ;t the 
enchanted world of Venice enlarging in 
of me. I had only yet once seen her, andi^hat 
six years ago, when still a child. ^ That th<? 
fairy tale should come true now seemed wholly 
incredible, and the start from the gate^^ljf 
Padua in the morning,—Venice, asserted by 
people whom we could not but believe, to be 
really over there, on the horizon, in the sea! 
How to tell the feeling of it! 

54. I have not yet fancied the reader's 
answer to the first question proposed in 
outset of this chapter,—does he think me 
a fortunate or unfortunate youth ? 

As to preparation for the future world, 
terrestrial or celestial, or future self in either, 
there may be two opinions—two or three 
perhaps—on the matter.. But, there is jno 
question that, of absolute happiness, I had 
the share of about a quarter of a million of 
average people, all to myself. I say * people,’ 
not ’ boys.’ I don’t know what delight hoys 
take in cricket, or boating, or throwing stones 
at birds, or learning to shoot them. But of 
average people in continuity of occupation, 
shopmen, clerks, Stock Exchange people, club 
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and^Pall Mall people, certainly there Vas no 
rtcl|cming the quantity of happiness I had 
in caxnparison, followed indeed by times of 
reaction, oj of puzzled satiety; and partly 
avenged by extremes of vexation at what 
vflRd nobody else; but indisputably and in¬ 
finitely precious in itself, every day com¬ 
plete at the end, as with Sydney Smith’s 
saljd : ** Fate cannot harm me; I have dined, 
to-day.” 

55.•The two chapters closing the first, 
and beginning the second volume of the 
* Stones of Venice * were written, I see on 
re-reading, in the melancholy exjxjrience of 
1S52, with honest effort to tell every traveller 
what was really to be seen. They do not 
attempt to recall my own joys of 1835 and 
1844, when there was not even beginning 
of railway bridge; when everything, muddy 
Brenta, vulgar villa, dusty causeway, sandy 
l^ach, was equally rich in rapture, on the 
m^iTfin^ that brought us in sight of Venire: 
and the black knot of gondolas in the canal 

of Mestr?, more beautiful to me than a sun- 

• • 

rise full pfvclouds all scarlet and gold. 

But agahi, how' to tell of it ? or even 

VOL. n. F 
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explain' it to myself,—the English mind,^igh 
or common, being utterly without trace the 
feeling. Sir Philip Sidney goes to Venice, 
and seems unconscious that it is in the sea 
at all. Elizabeth Lady Craven, in 1789, '*ex- 
pected to see a gay clean-looking town, 
quays on each side of the canals, but was 
extremely disappointed; the houses are in 
the water, and look dirty and uncomfortable 
on the outside; the innumerable quantity of 
gondolas too, that look like swimming c*offins, 
added to the dismal scene, and, 1 confess, 
Venice on my arrival struck me with horror 
rather than pleasure." 

After this, she goes to the Casini, and is 
happy. It does not appear she had ever 
read the Merchant, or Othello; still less has 
Evelyn read them, though for him, as,.for 
Sidney, Othello's and Antonio’s Venice was 
still all but living. My Venice, like Turner's, 
had been chiefly created for us by Byron; 
but for me, there was also still the «pure 
childish passion of pleasure in seeing boats' 
float in clear water. The beginning of every¬ 
thing was in seeing the gondola-beak come 
actually inside the door at Danieli's, when 
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the ^tde was up, and the water two feet 
at the foot of the stairs; and then, 
aU |long the canal sides, actual marble 
^alls rising out of the salt sea, with hosts 
of little brown crabs on them, and Titians 
^inaMe 

56. Between May 6th and i6th I made 
notes on effects of light, afterwards greatly 
useful in ' Modern Painters; ’ and two pencil 
drawings, Ca' Contarini Fasan, and the 
Giant’s Staircase, of which, with two more 
made at Bologna in passing, and some half- 
dozen at Naples and Amalfi, 1 can say, now 
forty years later, with cer^tude, that they 
could not have been much better done. 
1 knew absolutely nothing of architecture 
proper, had never drawn a section nor a leaf 
moulding; but liked,,as Turner did to the end 
of his days, anything that w^as graceful and 
rich, whether Gothic or Renaissance; was 
entirely certain and delilate in pencil-touch * 
^nd acuteness of delight in the 

thfng aS it actually' stood, which makes the 
slt^tch living and like, from corner to corner. 
Thus muc|;i 1 could dS, and did do, for ttic 
last time. •Next year I began trying to do 
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what I could not, and have gone on «ever 
since, spending lialf of my days inc^thgt 
manner. a 

57. 1 find a sentence in diary on 6th 
which seems inconsistent with what I have 

4 

said of the centres of my life work. w 

‘Thank God I am here; it is the Paradise 
of cities.’ 

• • • • • 

‘ This, and Cliamouni, are my two bournes of 
Earth.' ^ 

But then, I neither Rouen nor Pisa, 

though I had seen both. (Geneva, when 1 
spoke of it with them, is meant to include 
Chamoiini.) Venice I regard more and more 
ns a vain temptation—the diary says—where 
the stars arc. ‘There is moon enough to 
make half the sanities of the earth lunatic, 
striking its pure flashes of light on the grey 
water.' 

From Venice, by Padua, where St. Antonio, 
—by Milan, where the Duonio,—wereb still 
faultless to me, and each a i>erfect tliss; to 
Turin—to Susa; my health still bettering In 
the sight of Alps, and what breeze (tame down 
from them—and over Cenis for the first time. 
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I woke from a sound tired sleep in a little one- 
wyn^^wed room at Lans-Ic-bourg, at six of 
the iummer morning, June 2nd, 1841; the 
ftd aiguilles on the north relieved against 
pure blue—the great pyramid of snow down 
tM^valley in one sheet of eastern light. I 
dressed in three minutes, ran down the village 
street, across the .stream, and climbed the 
grassy slopKi on the south side of the valley, 
up to the first pines. 

1 found my life again ;—all the best of 
it. What good of religion, love, admiration 
or hope, had ever been taught me, or felt 
by my best natu^-c, rckindlfd at once; and 
my line of work, both by my own will and the 
aid granted to it by fate in the future, deter¬ 
mined for me. I wxnt down thankfully to my 
fatl)cr and mother, and told them 1 was sure 
I should get well. 

As to my mere pliysical .state, the doctors 
had been entirely mistaken about roe. I 
wanted bracing air, exercise, and rest from 
all artificial excitement. The air of the 
(Tampagila was the worst they could have 
senfine iiUo—the life of Rome the worst they 
Qould have«chosen. 
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58. The three following diary entries, Which 
meant much afterwards, may summaril5'|'e»d 
what 1 fear has been a tiresome chapter. ♦ 

I 

I. ‘Geneva, June 5th. Yest;^rday from 
Chambery,—a fresh north wind blowing away^ 
the dust. Much pleased with the rcspecftSlc 
young wife of a confectioner, at one of the 
mid-towns where I went to get some Savoy 
biscuits—and asked for ‘ a pound.’ ‘ Mais, 
Monsieur, une livre sera un peu — volumi- 
neuse! je vous cn donnerai la nioiti6^ vous 
verrez .si cela vous suflira ; *—‘ Ah, Louise ’ 
(to a little bright-eyed lady in the inner room, 
who was exprcfsing her disapprobation of 
some of the alfairs of life loo loudly), * si tu 
n’es pas sage, tu vas savoir’—but so play¬ 
fully and kindly! Got here on a lovely after¬ 
noon near sunset, and the green bastions And 
bright Sal6ve and rushing Rhone and far 

Jura, all so lovely that I was nearly vowing 

« • 

never to go into Italy again.’ 

II. ‘June 6th. Pouring rain all day,* and 
slow extempore sermon from a weak-voiced 
young man in a white arched small chapd, 

t I 

with a braying organ and doggerel hymns. 
Several times, about the same hour*on Sunday 
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mor^ifhgSi a fit of self-reproach ha^ come 
me for my idling at present, and I have 
fom|^d resolutions to be always trying to 
^et knowledge of some kind or other, or 
bodily strength, or some real available, con- 
^ tiMiing good, rather than the mcie amuse¬ 
ment of the time. It came on me to-day 
very strongly, and 1 would give anything and 
everything to keep myself in the leniper, for 
I iJTways slip out of it next d.iy.* 

IIL *Dec. lull, 1842. Very odd! Exactly 
the same fit came on me in the same church, 
next year, and was the origin of Turner’s 
work.’ 



CHAPTER IV. 


FONTAI NKP.LKAU. 

59. Wk reached Rochester on the 29th of 
June, and a month was sjjent at home, con¬ 
sidering what was to be done next. My dWn 
feeling, ever since the morning at Lans-le- 
bourg, ^vas that, if only left free in mountain 
air, I sliould get well, fast enough. After 
debate with London doctors, it was thought 
best to give me my way; and, stipulating only 
that Richard Fall should go with me, papa 
and mamma sent me, early in August, on my 
first independent journey, into Wales. 

But they desired me, on my way there, to 
stop at Leamington, and show myself to its 
dominant pliysician, Dr. Jephson—called a 
quack by all the Faculty, yet of whom {hey 
had lieard favourably from wise friends. 

Jephson was no quack; but a map of th8^ 
highest general power, < and keenest medical 
instincts. He had risen, by stubborp ihdusti^ 
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be the first physician in Leamington; 
and^was the first true physician I ever knew 
'—nor since, till I knew Sir William Gull, 
have I met the match of him. 

^^Ue examined me for ten minutes; then 
said, *Sta3" here, and I’ll put you to rights in 
six weeks.’ 1 said I waS not tlie least dis¬ 
posed to stay there, and was going into 
WSles, but would obey any directions and 
follow any prescriptions he chose to give 
me. No, he said, 1 must stay, or he could 
do nothing for me. I thought this did look 
a little like quackery, and ^accordingly made 
my bow, and proceeded on my journey into 
Wales, after writing a full account of the 
interview to my father. 

At Pont-y-M^nach lay for me a letter 
from him, bidding me go back to Leamington 
at once, and place myself under jephson’s 
care. Richard therefor^ went on to Snowdoft 
Vy lym.se]f; and I, returning with what speed 
tlTe mafl could make, presented myself to the 
dbetor pienitently. He sent me into tiny 
lodgings pear the Wblls, where I spent •six 
weeks of Jife extremely new to me; much 



90 


PR^,TERITA. 


grumbltd at in my diary,—not unpleaiant, 
now remembered. 

Salt water from the Wells in the i^orn^* 
ing, and iron, visibly glittering in^ deposit af 
bottom of glass, twice a day. Breakfast at 
eight, with herb tea — dandelion, I thiKl'/; 
dinner at one, supper at six, both of meat, 
bread, and water, only;—fish, meat, or fowl, 
as I chose, but only one dish of the meat 
chosen, and no vegetables nor fruit. Walk, 
forenoon and afternoon, and early to bed. 
Such the regimen suddenly enforced on my 
luxurious life. 

To which discipline I submitted accurately: 
and found life still worth having on these 
terms, and the renewed hope of its con¬ 
tinuance, extremely interesting. 

6i. Nor wanting in interest, the grotesqi^ly 
prosaic position itself. Here I was, in a 
small square brick lodging-house, number 
what you like of its' row, looking out on a 
hit of suburban paddock, and a broken pajjng; 
mean litter everywhere about; the'mud^y 
lingering of Learn, about three yards broaS, 
at ^he other side of tlie paddock;«a ragged 
brambly bank at the other side of»<V. Down 
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the fow, beginnings of poor people's* shops, 
theii* an aristocratic grocer and mercer or 
two,# the circulating library, and the Pump 
^oom. ^ 

After the Bay of Naples, Mount Aventine, 
St. Mark's Place, it felt like the first 
practical scene of a pantomime, after the 
transformation, and before the business be¬ 
gins. But I had been extremely dull under 
Mount Aventine;. and did not, to my sur¬ 
prise,^ feel at all disposed to be dull here,— 
but somewhat amused, and with a pleasant 
feeling of things being really at last all right, 
for me at least; though iUwasn't as grand 
as Peckwater, nor as pretty as Si. Mark’s 
Place. Aliy how, I was down to Croydon 
level again in the worldand might do what 
1 liked in my own»lodgings, and hadn’t any 
Collections to get ready for. 

62. The first thing I did was to go to the 
library and choose a book to work at. After 
due«examination, 1 bought Agassiz’ ' Poissons 
Fossiles ’! and set myself to counting of scales 
and learning of hard names,—thinking, as 
some people do stiff, that in that manner 
1 might best advance in geology. Also I 
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supplied iriyseli with some Captain Marryat; 
and some beautiful new cakes of colour wbf?re- 
with to finish a drawing, in Turner’s graiKiest 
manner, of the Chateau of Amboisje at sunset, 
with the moon rising in the distance, and 
sliiniiig through a bridge. 

The ' Poissons Fossiles ’ turned out a most 
useful purchase, enabling me finally to per¬ 
ceive, after steady work on them, that Agassiz 
was a mere blockhead to have paid for all 
that good drawing of the nasty ugly things, 
and that it didn’t matter a stale herring to 
any mortal whether they had any names 
or not. 

For any positive or iis?ful purpose, I could 
not more utterly have wasted my time; but 
it was no small gain to know that time spent 
in that sort of work ivar^ wasted; and that 
to have caught a chub in the Avon, and 
learned how to cook it spicily and herba- 
ceously, so as to have pleased Izaak Walton, 
if the odour of it could reach him in<*the 
Anglers' Paradise, would have been a better 
result of six weeks' study than to be able (o 
couht and call by their right naines every 
scale stuck in the mud of the universe. 
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Also I got a wholesome perception, from 
tba||i)ook, of the true relation between artists 
and scientific gentlemen. For 1 saw that the 
fcal geniu^ concerned in the * Poissons Fos- 
siles’ was the lithographe-Ps, and not at all 
tUte•scientific gentleman's; and that the book 
ought to have been called after the litho- 
grapher, /ns fishes, only with their scales 
counted and called bad names by subser¬ 


vient Mons. Agassiz. 

63.^The second thing of specific meaning 
that went on in Leamington lodgings was 
the aforesaid highly laboured drawing of the 
Chateau of Amboise, ' out my head;' re¬ 
presenting the castle as about seven hundred 

feet above the river, (it is perhaps eighty oi 

* 

ninety,) with sun.sct light on it, in imitation 
of ^Turner; and tluj moon lising behind it, 
in imitation of Turner; and some steps and 
balustrades (which are not there) going down 
to the river, in imitation*of Turner; with the 
fretwork of St. Hubert's Chapel done very 
carefully in my own way,—1 thought perhaps 
a^ittle better than Turner. 

This drawing, and flie poem of the * Broten 
Chain,* which it was to illustrate, after being 
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beauti£jl]y engraved by Goodall, turne<i out 
afterwards equally salutary exercises; iprov*- 
ing to me that in those directions of imagi* 
nation 1 was even a worse blockhead than 

4 

Agassiz himself. Meantime, the autumn 
weather was fine, the corn was ripe, and wsTwC 
out of sight of the paddock, the pump room, 
and the Parade, the space of surrounding 
Warwickshire within afternoon walk was 
extremely impressive to me, in its English 
way. Warwick towers in sight over tl^e near 
tree tops; Kenilworth, within an afternoon's 
walk; Stratford, to be reached by an hour’s 
drive with a trotting pony; and, round them, 
as far as eye could reacli, a space of perfect 
England, not hill and (/akf —that might be 
anywhere,—but hill and ^aty through which 
the streams linger, and where the canals 'virind 
without lock. 

64. Under these peaceful conditions I began 
to look carefully at cornflowers, thistles, and 
hollyhocks; and find, by entry on Sept. .^5th, 
that I was writing a bit of the ' King of the 
Golden River,’ and reading Alison’s * Europe ’ 
and Turner’s ‘Chemistry.’ 

Anent the' King of the River,* I remorsefully 
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bethink me no word has been said*of the 
and sunrise of Dickens on us; from 
\he ,^rst syllable of him in the * Sketches/ 
Altogether ^precious and admirable to my 
father and me; and the new number of Pick* 
and following Nickleby looked to, through 
whatever laborious or tragic realities might 
be upon us, as unmixed bliss, for the next 
day. But Dickens taught us nothing with 
which we were not familiar,—only painted 
it perfectly for us. We knew quite as 

much about coachmen and hostlers as he 
did; and rather more about Yorkshire. As 
a caricaturist, both in the, studied develop¬ 
ment of his own manner, and that of the 
illustrative etchings, he put himself out o( 
the pale of great authors; so that he never 
be^^ame an educational element of my life, 
but only one of its chief comforts and 
restoratives. 

The * King of the Golcfhn River ’ was written 
to aBiuse a little girl; and being a fairly good 
imitation of Grimm and Dirken.s, mixed with 
a^ittle true Alpine feeling of my own, has 
been rigidly pleasing to nice children, and 
good for tliem. But it is totally valueless, for 
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all that. 1 can no more write a story'than 
compose a picture. ^ 

65. Jephson kept his word, and leti me 
go in six weeks, with my health, he told 
me,—I doubt not, truly,—in my own hands. 
And indeed, if I had continued to liver 
mutton and iron, learned to swim in the 
sea which I loved, and set myself wholly 
upon my geology and poissons — vivants 

instead of fossilcs,-^Well, I suppose I 

should have been drowned like Charjes, or 
lain, within a year or two, 

“on a glacier, half way up to heaven, 

Taking niy final rest.’’ 

What might have been, the mute Fates 
know. I myself know only, with certainty, 
what ought not to have ^been,—that, getting 
released from Leamington, 1 took again to 
brown potatoes and cherry-pie; instead of 
learning to swim and climb, continued writing 
pathetic verses, and at this particularly foolish 
crisis of life, as aforesaid, trying to paint 
Hvilight like Turner. I was not simpleton 

enough to think 1 could follow him in daylight, 

% 

but I thought I could do something like his 
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KenMworth Castle at sunset, with th6 milk- 
n^ill^and the moon. 

66i 1 have passed without notice what the 
reader migjit suppose a principal event of my 
life, — the being introduced to him by Mr. 
at Norwood dinner, June 22ikI, 1840. 

The diary says, Introduced to-day to the 
man who beyond all doubt is the greatest of 
the age; greatest in every faculty of the ima- 
gin^ion, in every branch of scenic * know¬ 
ledge ;^at once the painter and poet of the day, 
J. M. W. Turner, Everybody had described 
him to me as coarse, boorisli, unintellectual, 
vulgar. This 1 knew to be impossible. I 
found in him a somewhat eccentric, keen- 
mannered, matter-of-fact, English - minded— 
gentleman: good - natured evidently, bad- 
ten;y>ered evidently,* hating humbug of all 
sorts, shrewd, perhaps a little selfish, highly 
intellectual, the powers of the mind not, 
brought out with any delight in their mani¬ 
festation, or intention of display, but flashing 
out occasionally in a word or a look." 

Pretty • close, that, and full, to be seen 

* Meaniig* I suppose, knowledge of what could rightly 
be represented t>r composed as a scene. 

VOL. 11. G 
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at a first glimpse, and set down the *^5aine 
evening. « 

67. Curiously, the drawing of Keniltvorth 
was one of those that came put of Mr. 
Griffith's folio after dinner; and I believe I 
must have talked some folly about it, as 

* a leading one of the England series ’; which 
would displease Turner greatly. There were 
few things he hated more than heanng people 

f 

gush about particular drawings. He knew it 
merely meant they could not see the others. 

Anyhow, he stood silent; the general talk 
went on as if he had not been there. He 
wished me good( night kindly, and I did not 
see him again till I came back from Rome. 

If he had but asked me to come and see him 
the next day! shown me a pencil sketch, and 
let me see him lay a wash! He would have 
saved me ten years of life, and would not have 
been less happy in the close of his own. One 
can only say, Such things are never to be; 
every soul of us has to do its fight^^with 
the Untoward, and for itself discover the 
Unseen. 

68, So here I was at Leamington, trying to 
paint twilight at Amboise, and meditating over 
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the ^Poissons Fossiles, and Michael Angelo. 
Set^free of the Parade, 1 went to stay a few 
, day# with my college tutor, Walter Brown, 
Rector no^g of' Wendlebury/ a village in the 
^ flats, eleven miles north of Oxford. Flats, not 
mfshes: wholesome pastoral fields, separated 
by hedges; here and there a haystack, a gate, 
or a stile. The village consisted of twelve or 
fift^n thatched cottages, and the Rectory. 
The Rectory was a square house, with a 
gardes fifty yards square, l‘he church, close 
by, about four yards high by twenty yards 
long, had a square tower at the end, and a 
weatlicr-cock. • 

Good Mr. Walter Brown had married an 


entirely worthy, very plain, somewhat middle- 
aged wife, and settled himself down, with all 
hispscholarship and good gifts, to promote the 
spiritual welfare of Wendlebury. He inte¬ 
rested himself entirely in that object; dug his 
garden himself; took a scholar or two to 
pqpprfre^ for Oxford examinations, with whom 
in^the mornings he read in the old way; 
studied the * Natural |Iistory of Enthusias|n,* 
and was«;%rfectiy happy and contented, to the 
end of his dme. 
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69. f'inding him proud of his little chfirch 
and its weather-cock, I made a drawingk 
for him, in my best manner, at sunset, •with 
a moonrise behind. He objected^ a little to 
having the sky upside down, with the darkest 
blue at the bottom, to bring out the chufefir; 
but somehow, everybody at this time had 
begun to believe in me, and think I knew 
more about drawing than other people: ^nd 
the meekness with which Mr. Brown would 
listen to me lecturing on Michael Arngelo, 
from a series of outlines of the Last Judgment 
which I had brought from Rome, with the 
muscles engraved all over the bodies like 
branch railroads, remains wholly phenomenal 
and mystic in my memory. Nobody is ever 
the least meek to me now, when I do know 
something about it • r. 

But Mr. Brown and his wife were in 'all 
ways extremely kind to me, and seemed to 
like having me with them. It was perhaps 
only their politeness: I can neither <anjpy 
nor find anything in myself at this time which 
copld have been pleasant to anybody, unless 
tlie mere wish to be pleasant, wh»c^ 1 had 
always; seeking to say, so far ^s I could 
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hontffetly, what would be agreeable to*whom- 
s#evfr I spoke to. 

^ 7dl F rom Wendlebury I went home, and 
made filial^ preparation, with Gordon’s hclj), 
for taking my degree in tlic spring. I find 
"^try on Nov, i6th, 1841, at Herne Hill, ‘1 
have got my rooms in order at Iasi; 1 shall 
set to work on my reading to-morrow, meth¬ 
odically, but not hard.’ Setting my rooms 
in order has, throughout life, been an occa- 
sionaljy complacent recreation to me; but I 
have never succeeded in keeping them in order 
three days after they were in it. 

On the day following comes this: ‘ Mem., 
why is hoarfrost formed in larger crystals on 
the ribs and edges of leaves than in other 
places ? ’ (on other parts of tlie leaf, I meant) 
—question which I had thought asked for 
the first time in my ice-study of ’79, and 
which is not answered yet. 

The entry next day is also worth copying; 
* Reftd the Clementina part of ** Sir Charles 
Grandison.” I never met with anything 
^ich affected me so powerfully; at present 
1 feel disposed to place this work above all 
other works of fiction 1 know. It is very, 
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very grand; and has, I think, a ^atcar 
practical effect on me for good than any^lping 
1 ever read in my life.* 

I find my first lessons from Harding were 
also at this time ; very delightful for what they 
were worth, though I saw well enough 
shortcomings. But it was lovely to see him 
draw, in his own way, and up to a certain 
point His knowledge of tree form was true, 
and entirely won for himself, with an honest 
original perception. Also, he was a yi^lent 
hater of the old Dutch school, and I imagine 
the first who told me that they were ‘sots, 
gamblers, and debauchees, delighting in the 
reality of the alehouse more than in its 
pictures.* All which was awakening and 
beneficial to no small extent 

71. And so the year 1842 dawned for 51c, 
with many things in its morning cloud. In 
the early spring of it, a change came over 
Turner*s mind. He' wanted to make some 
drawings to please himself; but also be 

• _ tjf 

paid for making them. He gave Mr. Griffith 
fifteen sketches for choice of subject by slny 
one who would give him a commission. He 
got commissions for nine, of which my father 
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l6t MIC choose at first one, then was •coaxed 
a^ci^ricked into letting me have two. Turner 
got frders, out of all the round world besides, 
Tor seven more. With the sketches, four 
finished drawings were shown for samples 
the sort of thing Turner meant to make 
of them, and for immediate purchase by 
anybody. 

Among them was the Splugen, which I 
hadTsome hope of obtaining by supplication, 
when^my father, wlio was travelling, came 
home. 1 waited dutifully till he should come. 
In the meantime it was bought, with the 
loveliest Lake Lucerne, by Mr. Munro of 
Novar. 

72. The thing became to me grave matter 
for meditation. In a story by Miss Edge- 
w^th, the father would have come home in 
the nick of time, effaced Mr. Munro as he 
hesitated with the Splugen in his hand, and 
given the dutiful son fhat, and another. 1 
found, after meditation, that Miss Edgeworth’s 
way Mras not the world’s, nor Providence’s^ 
I^rceived then, and conclusively, that if you 
do a foolish thing, you suffer for it exactly the 
same, whether you do it piously or not 1 
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knew |fcrfcctly well that this drawing wat the 
best Swiss landscape yet painted by tasLn; 
and that it was entirely proper for ///^to^avc 
it, and inexpedient that anybody ^Isc should. 
I ought to have secured it instantly, and 
begged my father’s pardon, tenderly. rfe 
would have been angry, and surprised,^ and 
grieved ; but loved me none the less, found 
in the end I was right, and been entirely 
pleased. I should have been very uncomfort¬ 
able and penitent for a while, but lovfd my 
father all the more for having hart him, and, 
in the good of the thing itself, finally satisfied 
and triumphant. »As it was, the Splugen was 
a thorn in both our sides, all our lives. My 
father was always trying to get it; Mr. Munro, 
aided by dealers, always raising the price on 
him, till it got up from «'8o to 400 guineas. 
Then we gave it up,—with unspeakable wear 
and tear of best feelings on both sides. 

73. And how about * Thou shalt not covet,’ 
etc. ? Good reader, if you ask this, please 
consult my philosophical works. Here, I 
can only tell you facts, whether of circum¬ 
stance or law. It is a law that if^you do a 
foolish thing you suffer for it, whatever your 
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motiii'e. I do not say the motive itseif may 
nptfjbe rewarded or punished on its own 
merits. In this case, noticing but miscliief, 
as far as I know, came of the whole matter. 

In the meantime, bearing the disappoint- 
'^lent as best I could, I rejoiced in the sight 
of the sketches, and the hope of the drawings 
that were to be. And they gave me much 
more to think of than my mischance. I saw 
thaPthese sketches were straight impressions 
from jiature,—not artificial designs, like the 
Carthages and Romes. And it began to 
occur to me that perhaps even in the artifice 
of Turner there might be ijiorc truth than I 
had understood. I was by this time very 
learned in his principles of composition; but 
it seemed to me that in these later subjects 
Ngture herself was composing with him. 

Considering of these matters, one day on 
the road to Norwood, I noticed a bit of ivj 
round a thorn stem, Which seemed, even to 
my ^critical judgment, not ill 'composed’; 
and proceeded to make a light and shade 
p^cil study of it in my grey paper pocket- 
book, Gainfully, as iT it had been a bit of 
sculpture, liking it more and more as I drew. 
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When *11 was done, 1 saw that 1 had vitally 
lost all my time since I was twelve yearatoU, 
because no one had ever told me to ^raw 
what was really there! All my time, I mean, 
given to drawing as an art; of course I had 
the records of places, but had never seen tlS? 
beauty of anything, not even of a stone—how 
much less of a leaf! 

I was neither so crushed nor so elated by 
the discovery as 1 ought to have been, b^it it 
ended the chrysalid days. Thcnceforw|rd my 
advance was steady, however slow. 

74. This must have been in May, and a 
week or two af^^erwards 1 went up for my 
degree, but find no entry of it, I only went 
up for a pass, and still wrote Latin so badly 
that there was a chance of my not passing! 
but the examiners forgave it because fiit 
divinity, philosophy, and mathematics were 
all above the average; and they gave me a 
complimentary doubld-fourth. 

When I was sure I had got through, Uwent 
out for a walk in the fields north of New 
College, (since turned into the Parks,) ha|$py 
in *the sense of recoveVed freedon^ but ez« 
tremely doubtful to what use 1 should put it 
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llieirS I was, at two and twenty, with such 
2^4#siich powers, all second-rate except the 
anal|rtic ones, which were as much in embryo 
the rest, and which I had no means of 
measuring; such and such likings, hitherto 
'^^dulged rather against conscience; and a dim 
sense of duty to myself, my parents, and a 
daily more vague shadow of Eternal Law. 

What should I be, or do ? my utterly 
indftgent father ready to let me do anything;- 
with jny room always luxuriously furnished 
in his house,—my expenses paid if I chose 
to travel. I was not heartless enough, yet, 
to choose to do that, alone.. Perhaps it may 
deserve some dim praise that 1 never seriously 
thought of leaving my father and mother to 
explore foreign countries; and certainly the 
fejr of grieving thorn was intermingled more 
or less with all my thoughts; but then, 1 did 
not much u'ani to explore foreign countries* 

I had not the least love bf adventure, but liked 
to h^ve comfortable rooms always ordered, 
Bnd a* three-course dinner .ready by four 
Q^ock. •Although no coward under circum¬ 
stances pf accident^ danger, I extremely 
oljectej any vestige of danger as a 
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coiitiniiv^us element in onc^s life. 1 would not 
go to India for fear of tigers, nor to Ruesta 
for fear of bears, nor to Peru for fear of earth¬ 
quakes ; and finally, though I hac^ no rightly 
glowing or grateful affection for cither father 
or mother, as they could not well do witlJ? 
out me, so also I found I was not altogether 
comfortable without //ifm. 

75. So for the present, we planned a 
summer-time in Switzerland, not of tr^el- 
ling, but chiefly stay in Cliamouni, Iq give 
me mountain air, and the long coveted power 
of examining the Mont Blanc rocks accurately. 
My mother lovedr Chamouni nearly as much 
as I; but this plan was of severe self-denial 
to my father, who did not like snow, nor 
wooden-walled rooms. 

But he gave up all his own likings for ipc, 
and let me plan the stages through France as 
I chose, by Rouen, Chartres, Fontainebleau, 
and Auxerre. A pencil-sketch or two at first 
show only want of faith in my old manner, 
and more endeavour for light and shade^ 
futile enough. The flat cross-country 
tween Chartres and Fontainebleau^ with an 

t 

oppressive sense of Paris to the north, fretted 
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me Vickedly; when wc got to the Ft)untain 
cf Ftir Water I lay feverishly wakeful through 
^he flight, and was so heavy and ill in the 
morning t|j>at 1 could not safely travel, and 
fancied some bad sickness was coining on. 
However, towards twelve o clock the inn 
people brought me a little basket uf wild 
strawberries; and the3' refreshed me, and I 
put my sketch-book in pocket and tottered 
out, though still in an extremely languid and 
woe*begone condition ; and getting into a cart- 
road among some young trees, where there 
was nothing to see but the blue sky through 
thin branches, lay down oi% the bank by the 
roadside to see if 1 could sleep. But I 
couldn't, and the branches against the blue 
sky began to interest me, motionle.ss as the 
bwnches of a tree of Jesse on a painted 
window. 

Feeling gradually somewhat livelier, and 

- • 

that 1 wasn’t going to die this time, and be 
lyiriCd^ in the sand, though I couldn’t tor the 
Resent walk any farther, 1 took out my book, 
and be^n to draw a little aspen tree, on the 
other syde of the cart-road, carefully. 

76. Hotv^ 1 had managed to get into that 
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utterly^dull cart-road, when there were Jisind- 
stone rocks to be sought for, the Fates,•as•I 
have so often to observe, only know; ftut i 
was never fortunate enough to fipd at Fon¬ 
tainebleau any of the sublimities which I 
hear vaunted by French artists, and whief 
disturbed poor Evelyn^s mind nearly as much 
as the * horrid Alp ' of Clifton :— 

‘7th March (1644). I set forwards with 
some company towards Fontaine Bleau, a 
sumptuous palace of the King’s like oiirs at 
Hampton Court. By the way we passe 
through a forest so prodigiously encompass’d 
with hideous roeks of whitish hard stone, 
heaped one on another in mountainous heights, 
that I think the like is nowhere to be found 
more horrid and solitary. On the summit of 
one of these gloomy precipices, interminghd 
with trees and shrubs, the stones hanging 
over and menacing ruin, is built an her¬ 
mitage/ 

I believe this passage to be accurately eh^- 
acteristic of the pure English mind about 
rocks. If they are only big enough** to look 
as if they would break your head if fhey fell 
on it, it is all an Englishman a^s, or can 
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undarstand, of them. The modern thirst for 
selficforification in getting to the top of them 
IS inleed often accompanied with good interest 
in geographical and other science; and nice 
hoys and girls do enjoy their climbing, and 
lunching in fields of piiniula. But I never 
trace a word in one of their journals of 
sorrow for the destruction of any Swiss scene 
or Swiss character, so only that they have 
their own champagne at luncli. 

77.*The Miideous rocks* of Fontainebleau 

were, I grieve to say, never hideous enough 

• _ 

to please me. They always seemed to me 
no bigger than I could pacJi and send home 
for specimens, had they been worth carriage; 
and in my savage dislike of palaces and 
straight gravel walks, I never found out the 
spaing which was *1110 soul of the place. 
And to-day, I missed rocks, palace, and 
fountain all alike, and found myself lying on 
the bank of a cart-road in the sand, with no 
pips^fect whatever but that small aspen tree 
against the blue sk3\ 

T^ngufdly, but not idl^", I began to draw 
it; and I drew, the languor passed away; 
the beautiftil lines insisted on being traced, 
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—without weariness. More and more beauti¬ 
ful they became, as each rose out of the .res**, 
and took its place in the air. With wc-ider 
increasing every instant, 1 saw^ that they 
^comjxjsed* themselves, by finer laws than 
any known of men. At last, the tree wafa 
there, and everything that I liad thought 
before about trees, nowhere. 

The Norwood ivy had not abased me in 
that final manner, because one had always 
felt that ivy was an oi namental creatur^e, and 
expected it to behave prettily, on occasion. 
But that all the trees of the'wood (for I 
saw surely that, my little aspen was only 
one of their millions) should be beautiful- 
more than Gothic tracery, more than Greek 
vase-imagery, more than the daintiest em¬ 
broiderers of the East could embroider, ^ or 
the artfullest painters of the West could 
limn,—this was indeed an end to all former 
thoughts with me, an insight into a new 
silvan world. 

Not silvan only. The woods, which I had 
only looked on as wilderness, fulfilled I then 
saw, in their beauty, the same laws which 
guided the clouds, divided the>. light, and 
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balanced the wave. * He hath made* every¬ 
thing beautiful, in his time/ became for me 
theiAcforward the interpretation of the bond 
between t]}€ human mind and all visible 
things; and I returned along the wood-road 
feeling that it had led me far; — Farther 
than ever fancy had reached, or theodolite 
measured. 

78. To my sorrow, and extreme surprise, 
I find no diary whatever of the feelings or 
discovienes of this year. They were too 
many, and bewildering, to be written. I 
did not even draw much,—the things I now 
saw were beyond drawing,—•but took to care¬ 
ful botany, while the montlfs time set'apart 
for the rocks of Chamouni was spent in merely 
finding out v/hat was to be done, and where. 
B> the chance of guide dispensation, I had 
only one of the average standard, Michel 
Devouassoud, who knew his way to the 
shew places, and little more; but I got the 
fr|sh* air and the climbing; and thought 
over my Fontainebleau thoughts, by sweeter 
springs. • The entry^ above quoted (p. 57)» 
of Dec.,Pith, the only one 1 can find of ail 
the year’s Journeying, is very notable to me, 
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in showing that the impulse which threi^ the 
new thoughts into the form of * Modern 
Painters/ came to me in the fulfilment c 9 f the 
one disagreeable duty I persisted in,—going 
to church ! But it came to me, two years fol¬ 
lowing, in my true mother-town of Geneva. 

We went home in 1842 by the Rhine and 
Flanders: and at Cologne and St. Quentin 
1 made the last drawings ever executed in 
my old manner. That of the great square 
at Cologne was given to Osborne Gordon, 
and remains 1 believe with his sister, Mrs. 
Pritchard. The St. Quentin has vanished 
into space. 

79. We returned once more to the house 
at Herne FI ill, and the lovely drawings 
Turner had made for me, Ehrenbreitstein 
and Lucerne, were first hung in its little 
front dining-room. But the Heme Hill 
days, and many joys with them, were now 
ended. 

Perhaps my mother had sometimes—at 
Hampton Court, or Chatsworth, or Isola- 
B^lla—admitted into her quiet soul' the idea 
that it might be nice to have a lar^e^* garden. 
Sometimes a gold - tasseled Oxford friend 
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wouA come out from Cavendish or Grosvenor 
to see me; and there was only the 
Hjttle^ack room opposite the nursery for him 
to wash hi§ hands in. As his bank-balance 
enlarged, even my father thought it possible 
that his country customers might be more 
impressed by enjoying their after-dinner sherry 
with more room for their legs. And, now 
that I was of age and B.A. and so on—did 
not y also want a larger house ? 

No,*good reader; but ever since first I 
could drive a spade, 1 had wanted to dig a 
canal, and make locks on it, like Harry in 
* Harry and Lucy.' And in* the field at the 
back of the Denmark Hill house, now, in this 
hour of all our weaknesses, offered in temp¬ 
tation, I saw my way to a canal with any 
number of locks down towards Dulwich. 

It is very wonderful to me, looking back, 
to remember this, and how entirely boyish—•* 
and very young-boyish, too—I was still, in 
al]» in^ttpets of personal delight: while yet, 
losing out of myself, I saw farther than 
Kings of*Naples or (Jardinals of Rome. • 
8 o. Y«t*there was much, and very closely 
balanced, d&ate, before the house was taken. 
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My m6thcr wisely, though sadly, said it was 
too late for her; she could not now mittiage 
a large garden: and my father, feeling hi^ 
vanity had more than a word in the matter, 
besides all that might rightly be alleged of 
what was now convenient and becoming, hesi¬ 
tated painfully, as he had done about his first 
Copley Fielding. 

But at last the lease of the larger house 

t 

was bought: and everybody said how wise 
and proper; and my mother diW like arrang¬ 
ing the rows of pots in the big greenhouse; 
and the view from the breakfast-room into 
the field was really very lovely. And we 
bought three cows, and skimmed our own 
cream, and churned our own butter. And 
there was a stable, and a farmyard, and a 
haystack, and a pigstye, and a porter's lodge, 
where undesirable visitors could be stopped 
before startling us with a knock. But, for 
all these things, we never were so happy 
again. Never any more *at home.' , * 

81. At Champagnole, yes; and in Ch^a- 

I ^ 

mcvjni,-~in La Cloche, at Dijon,—in La 
Cygne, at Lucerne. All these plhces were 
of the old time. But though we**had many 
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hap| 9 y days in the Denmark Hill hou^, none 
of cwr new ways ever were the same to us 

I 

as tlfc old: t!ie basketfuls of peaches had not 
the flavour^of the numbered dozen or score; 
nor were all the apples of the great orchard 
worth a single dishful of the Siberian crabs 
of Herne Hill. 

And I never got my canal dug, after all! 
Harry's making the lock-gates himself had 
indeed always seemed to me too magnificent! 
inimitj^ble if not incredible: but also, I had 
never, till now that the need came, entered 
into the statistics of water supply. The 
gardeners wanted all that was in the butts 
for the greenhouse. Nothing but a dry ditch, 
incommodious to the cows, I saw to be pos¬ 
sible, and resigned myself to destiny; yet 
thff bewitching idea never went out of my 
head, and some water-works, ^on the model 
of Fontainebleau, were verily set aflowing—«■ 
twtoty years afterwards, as will be told.* 

82? The next year, there was travelling 
enough for us up and down the new garden 
wsRks. Also, the first volume of 'Mo(^m 


See *Joanna's Care.* 
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Paint^-s' took the best of the winter's leisure: 
the summer was broken by some formal 4 erm- 
keeping at Oxford, There is nothing in ^diar^ 
worth noting, except a word ab9ut Camber¬ 
well church window, to which I must return 
in connection with things yet far ahead. 

The said first volume must have been out 
by my father's birthday; its success was 
assured by the end of the year, and on 
January ist, 1844, *my father brought me 
in the Slaver" for a New Year's gift,'— 
knowing well, this time, how to please me. 
I had it at the foot of my bed next morning, 
like my own * Loch Achray ’ of old. But the 
pleasure of one's own first painting every¬ 
body can understand. The pleasure of a new 
Turner to me, nobody ever will, and it's no 
use talking of it. * «/ 

For the second volume, (not meant to be 
the least like what it is,) 1 wanted more 
Chamouni. The journey of 1844 was planned 
entirely for central Alps, and on June ipt, 
1844, we were happy by Lake Leman shore, 
agyn. 
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THE SIMPLON. 

83. More and more deeply every hour, in 
retracing Alpine paths,—by my fireside,—the 
wontler grows on me, what Heaven made the 
Alps /or, and gave the chamois its foot, and 
the gentian its blue,—^yct gave no one the 
heart to love th^ni. And in the Alps, why 
especially that mighty central pass was so 
divinely planned, yet no one to pass it but 
against their wills, till Napoleon came, and 
made a road over it. 

•Nor often, since, with any joy; though in 
truth there is no other such piece of beauty 
and power, full of human interest of the most 
strangely varied kind, * in all the mountain 
scenery of the globe, as that traverse, with 
its two terminal cities, Geneva and Milan; its 
tvA> lovely lakes of approach, Leman and 
Maggioro; its two treiipendous valleys of ves¬ 
tibule, the» Valais and Val d’Ossola; and its 
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own, rfot desolate nor terrioie, out wnoiiy 
beautiful, upper region of rose and snow. • • 

Qf my early joy in Milan, 1 ^Itiave alitadj^ 
told; of Geneva, there is no telling, though 
I must now give what poor picture I may 
of the days we spent there, happy to young 
and old alike, again and again, in '33, '35, '42, 
and now, with full deliberation, in ’44, know¬ 
ing, and, in their repetitions twice, and thrice, 
and four times, magnifying, the wcll-remem-' 
bered joys. And still I am more thamkfu], 
through every year of added life, that I was 
born in London, near enough to Geneva for 
me to reach it easily; — and yet a city so 
contrary to everything Genevoise as best to 
teach me what the wonders of the little canton 
were. 

84. A little canton, four miles square, aiLd 
which did not wish to be six miles square I 
A little town, composed of a cluster of water- 
mills, a street of penthouses, two wooden 
bridges, two dozen of stone houses on,a*litt|e 
hill, and three or four perpendicular lanes up 
and, down the hill. The four miles 'of acfe- 

• t 

age round, in grass, with modest * gardens, 
and farm-dwelling houses; the pedple, pious, 
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learft^, and busy, to a man, to a wotftan—to 
tf bay, to a girl, of them; progressing to and 
^ro iiostly dh their feet, and only where they 
had busings. And this bird’s-nest of a place, 
to be the centre of religious and social 
thought, and of physical beauty, to all living 
Europe! That is to say, thinking and de¬ 
signing Europe,—France, Germany, and Italy. 
They, and their pieties, and their prides, their 
arts and their insanities, their wraths and 
slaughters, springing and flowering, building 
and fortifying, foaming and thundering round 
this inconceivable point of patience: the most 
lovely spot, and the most* notable, without 
any possible dispute, of the European uni¬ 
verse ; yet the nations do not covet it, do not 
gravitate to it,—what is more wonderful, do 
n«t make a wilderness of it. They fight their 
battles at Chalons and Leipsic; they build 
their cotton mills on the Aire, and leave t^ie 
Rhone running with a million of Aire power, 
-y-alFppre. They build their pleasure houses 
o^ Thames shingle, and Seine mud, to look 
across t 5 Lambeth, and—^whatever is on,the 
other ^dfe of the Seine. They found their 
military pbwers in the sand of Berlin, and 
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leave this precipice-guarded plain in 
And yet it rules them, — is the focus of 
thought to them, and of passion, of sclbnc^ 
and of contrat sociale; of ratioij^al conduct, 
and of decent—and other—manners. Saus- 
sure’s school and Calvin’s,—Rousseau’s and 
Byron’s,—T urner's,— 

And of course, I was going to say, mine; 
but 1 didn’t write all that last page to end 
so. Yet Geneva had better have ended^with 
educating me and the likes of me, insjjead of 
the people who have hold of it now, with their 
polypous knots of houses, communal with 
‘London, Paris, ^nd New York.* 

Beneath which, and on the esplanades of 
the modern casino, New York and London 
now live — no more the Genevese. What 
their home once was, I must try to tell,,as 
1 saw it. 

85. First, it was a notable town for keep¬ 
ing all its poor,—inside of it. In the very 
centre, where an English town has its biggest 

< c 

square, and its Exchange on the model of the 
Parthenon, built for the sake of the* builder's 

t , 

commission on the cost; there, ton thdr 

c 

little pile-propped island, and by« the steep 
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lane^lides, lived the Genevoise poor; fh their 
gan^ts,—their laborious upper spinning or 
watAi-wheel cutting rooms,—their dark niches 
and angles^of lane; mostly busy; the infirm 
and old all seen to and cared for, their por¬ 
ringers filled and their pallet-beds made, by 
household care. 

But, outside the ramparts, no more poor. 
A sputter, perhaps, southward, along the 
Savoy road; but in all the champaign round, 
no m$an rows of cubic lodgings with Doric 
porches; no squalid fields of mud and thistles; 
no deserts of abandoned brickfield and in¬ 
solvent kitchen garden. On the instant, out¬ 
side Geneva gates, perfectly smooth, clean, 
trim-hedged or prim-walled country roads; 
the main broad one intent on far-away things, 
it» signal-posts inscribed * Route de Paris;' 
branching from it, right and left, a labyrinth 
of equally well-kept ways for fine carriage 
wheels, between the gentlcmen^s houses with 
tljeir* farms; each having its own fifteen to 
twenty to fifty acres of mostly meadow, rich- 
w^\ring always (in my time for being th^re) 
with gi^ss and flowers, like a kaleidoscope. 
Stately plane trees, aspen and walnut,— 
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someti'mes in avenue,—casting breezy, lievef 
gloomy, shade round the dwelling-housd 
dwelling-house indeed, all the year rdlihd: 
no travelling from it to fairer lan^s possible; 
no shutting up for seasons in town; hay¬ 
time and fruit-time, school-time and play, for 
generation after generation, within the cheer¬ 
ful white domicile with its green shutters and 
shingle roof,—pinnacled perhaps, humorously, 
at the corners, glittering on the edges ^ with 
silvery tin, * Kept up' the whole place, and 
all the neighbours* places, not ostentatiously, 
but perfectly: enough gardeners to mow, 
enough vintagers^ to press, enough nurses to 
nurse; no foxes to hunt, no birds to shoot; 
but every household felicity possible to pru¬ 
dence and honour, felt and fulfilled from 
infancy to age. ♦* 

86 . Where the grounds came down to the 
waterside, they were mostly built out into it, 
till the water was four or five feet, deep, 
lapping up, or lashing, under breeze, a^aii^t 
the terrace wall. Not much boating; fancy 
whprries, unmanageable^ or too advl&nturous, 
upon the wild blue; and Swiss boathig a seri¬ 
ous market and trade business, uifiashionable 
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in* Me high rural empyrean of Geneva. 
But •between the Hotel des Etrangers, (one 
of t&ese country-houses open to the polite 
stranger, s^pme half-mile out of the gates, 
where Salvador took us in *33 and *35) and 
the town, there were one or two landing- 
places for the raft-like flat feluccas; and 
glimpses of the open lake and things beyond, 
—^glimpses only, shut off quickly by garden 
wallS, until one came to the inlet of lake- 
water# moat which bent itself under the ram¬ 
parts back to the city gate. This was crossed, 
for people afoot who did not like going round 
to that main gate, by the deWcatest of filiform 
suspension bridges; strong enough it looked 
to carry a couple of lovers over in safety, 
or a nursemaid and children, but nothing 
hsavier. One was allowed to cross it for a 
centime, which seemed to me always a most 
profitable transaction, the portress receiving 
placidly a sort of dirty flattened sixpence, (I 
f<yget its name) and returning me a waistcoat- 
pocketful of tlie loveliest little clean-struck 
ceJtimes^ and then one might stand on ^he 
bridge ^afiy time, in perfect quiet. (The 
Genevese didn’t like paying the centime, and 
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went ^bund by the gate.) Two swans, drift¬ 
ing about underneath, over a coupit Gf 
fathoms of purest green water, and the*'lak^ , 
really opening from the moat, cxpjctly where 
the Chamouni range of aiguilles rose beyond 
it far away. In our town walks we used 
always to time getting back to the little 
bridge at sunset, there to wait and watch. 

87. That was the way of things on the 
north side; on the south, the town is still, in 
the main buildings of it, as then; the (^roup 
of officially aristocratic houses round the 
cathedral and college presenting the same 
inaccessible sort of family dignity that they 
do to-day; only, since then, the Geneva 

Liberals-Well, I will not say what they 

have done; the main town stands still on its 
height of pebble-gravel, knit almost into rock; 
and still the upper terraces look across the 

variously mischievous Liberal works to the 

( 

open southern country, rising in steady slope 
of garden, orchard, and vineyard—sprifikl^d 
with pretty farm-houses and bits of chateaii, 
lik^ a sea-shore with shells; rising always 
steeper and steeper, till the air gets rosy, 
in the distance, then blue, and ''the great 
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f£A*n]%teads, minikin as if they were the 
^iry-finest of models made to be packed 
in a box; then, instant—above vineyard, 
above farmstead, above field and wood, leaps 
up the Sal^ve cliff, two thousand feet into 
the air. 

88 . I don’t think anybody who goes to 
Geneva ever secs the Sal^ve. For the most 
part,*no English creature ever does see farther 
than over the way; and the Salcve, unless 
you carefully peer into it, and make out what 
it is, pretends to be nothing,—a long, low 
swell like the South Dowrffe, I fancy most 
people take it for, and look no more. Yet 
there are few rocks in the high Alps more 
awful than the 'Angle* of the Salcve, at its 
fo^—seven Shakespeare’s Cliffs set one on 
the top of another, and all of marble.* 

On the other side of the high town the 
houses stand closer, leaving yet space for a 
lit^e ^ypamore-shaded walk, whence one looks 

down on the whole southern reach of lake, 

•• • 

^ • 

* Not Paiian, indeed, nor Carrara, but an extremely 

compact ifties^pnc, in which the compressed faulted veins 
are of marble indeed, and polish beautifully. 
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opening wide to the horizon, and edged there 
like the sea, but in the summer suns>hitle 
looking as if it was the one well of’blue 
which the sunbeams drank to make the sky 
of. Beyond it, ghostly langes of incredible 
mountains—the Dent d’Ochc, and first cliffs 
towards Fribourg; to the west, the long wave 
of Jura, fading into the air above Neuchatel. 

That was the view for full noon, when the 
lake was brightest and bluest. Then you fell 
down a perpendicular lane into the lowo»* town 
again, and you went to Mr. Bauttc^s. 

89 Virtually there was no other jeweller 
in Geneva, in tl^e great times. There were 
some respectable, uncompetitive shops, not 
dazzling, in the main street; and smaller ones, 
with an average supply of miniature watches, 
that would go well for ten years; and Ln- 
costly, but honest, trinketry. But one went 
to Mr. Bautte’s with awe, and of necessity, as 
one did to one’s bankers. There was scarcely 
any external sign of Bautte whatever —a *sm|Ul 
brass plate at the sidc*of a narrow arched 
do(?r, into an alley—into a secluded alley— 
leading into a monastic courtyard,, out of 
which—or rather out of the alley, where it 



V. THE SIMPLON. 


A 


*/9 


openeO to the court, you ascended a Winding 
slftiiiy wide enough for two only, and came 
t^ a^green door, swinging, at the top of it; 
and there ^ou paused to summon courage 
to enter. 

A not large room, with a single counter 
at the further side. Nothing shown on the 
counter. Two confidential attendants behind 
it, and—it might possibly be Mr. Bautte!—or 
his Ion — or his partner — or anyhow the 
Ruling power—at his desk beside the back 
window. You told what you wanted: it was 
necessary to know your mind, and to be sure 
you titd want it; there was no showing of 
things for temptation at Bautte's. You wanted 
a bracelet, a brooch, a watch—plain or en¬ 
amelled. Choice of what was wanted was 
quietly given. There were no big stones, nor 
blinding galaxies of wealth. Entirely sound 
workmanship in the purest gold that could 
be worked; fine ename! for the most part, 
foj* colour, rather than jewels; and a certain 
Bauttesque subtlety *of linked and wreathed 
desTgn, wdiich the experienced eye recognised 
when Wfrti in Paris or London. Absolutely 
just and moderate price; wear,—to the end of 
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your days. You came away with a senfse of 
duty fulfilled, of treasure possessed, and bf a 
new foundation to the respectability of your 
family. «.» 

You returned into the light of the open 
street with a blissful sense of a parcel being 
made up to be sent after you, and in the 
consequently calm expatiation of mind, went 
usually to watch the Rhone. 

Bautte’s was in the main street, out of 
which one caught glimpses, down the* short 
cross ones, of the passing water, as at Sand- 
gate, or the like fishing towns, one got peeps 
of the sea. With twenty steps you were 
beside it. 

90. For all other rivers there is a surface, 
and an underneath, and a vaguely displeasing 
idea of the bottom. But the Rhone flows l&e 
one lambent jewel; its surface is nowhere, its 

ethereal self is everywhere, the iridescent 

* 

rush and translucent strength of it blue to the 
shore, and radiant to the depth. ^ 

Fifteen feet thick, of nbt flowing, but flying 

I' 

water; not water, neither, — melted glacier, 
rather, one should call it; the force of the ice 
is with it, and the wreathing of the'clouds, the 
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gladfllss of the sky, and the continuance of 
Tim#;. 

^ V?aves of clear sea are, indeed, lovely to 
watch, but,*they arc always coming or gone, 
never in any taken shape to be seen for a 
second. But here was one mighty wave that 
was always itself, and every fluted swirl of it, 
constant as the wreathing of a shell. No 
wasting away of the fallen foam, no pause for 
gathering of power, no helpless ebb of dis¬ 
couraged recoil; but alike through bright day 
apd lulling night, the never-pausing plunge, 
and never-fading flash, and never-hushing 
whisper, and, while the sun Was up, the ever- 
answering glow of unearthly aquamarine, 
ultramarine, violet-blue, gentian-blue, peacock- 
blue, river-of-paradise blue, glass of a painted 
wtndow melted in the sun, and the witch of 
the Alps flinging the spun tresses of it for 
ever from her snow. 

91. The innocent wa}", too, in whicl'. the 
riycr*nsed to stop to look into every little 
corner. Great torrdhts always seem angry, 
an^ great rivers too^often sullen; but there 
is no no disdain, in the Rhone. It 

seemed as ff the mountain stream was in mere 
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sleep, and raced because it rejoiced in radng, 

4 

fain yet to return and stay. There wer^ 
pieces of wave that danced all«day as if 
Perdita were looking on to learn; there were 
little streams that skipped like lambs and 
leaped like chamois; there were pools that 
shook the sunshine all through them, and 
were rippled in layers of overlaid ripples, like 
crystal sand; there were currents that twisted 
the light into golden braids, and inlaid the 
threads with turquoise enamel; there were 
strips of stream that had certainly above the 
lake been millstroams, and were looking busily 
for mills to turn again; there were shoots of 
stream that had once shot fearfully into the 
air, and now sprang up again laughing that 
they had only fallen a foot or two;—and ^in 
the midst of all the gay glittering and eddied 
lingering, the noble bearing by of the midmost 

r 

depth, so mighty, yet so terrorless and harm¬ 
less, with its swallows skimming instead of 
petrels, and the dear old decrepit town as safe 
in tJie embracing sweep of it as if it were'set 
in a brooch of sapphire. ^, 

92. And the day went on, as the^ river; but 
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I neWr felt tliat I wasted time in watchftig the 
Rhone. One used to get giddy sometimes, or 
discontentedly envious of the fish. Then one 
went back jbr a walk in the penthouse street, 
long ago gone. There was no such other 
street anywhere. Penthouses five stories 
high, not so much for the protection of the 
people in the street as to keep the plash of 
heavy rain from the house windows, so that 
thesfi might be the more safely open. Beam- 
pillar^ of squared pine, with one cross-tie 
beam, the undecorativc structural arrange¬ 
ment, Swiss to the very heart and pitch of it, 
picturesque in comfort, stiitely and ancient 
without decay, and rough, here in mid Geneva, 
more than in the hill solitudes. 

93. We arrived at Geneva on ist June, 
i 4^44, with plan of another month at Chamouni ; 
and fine things afterwards, which also came 
prosperously to pass. I had learned to draw 
now wi^h great botanical precision; and could 
colour^delicately, to a point of high finish. I 
was interested in everything, from clouds to 

licllens. • Geneva was more wonderful to me, 

• 

the AIgs*more living and mighty, than ever; 
Chamouni^ore peaceful. 
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We'reached the Prieure on the 6th ^rie, 
and found poor Michel Devouassoud’s climb¬ 
ing days ended. He had got a chill, altd a 
cough; medicined himself with al^inthe, ancf 
was now fast dying. The body of guides had 
just sustained a graver loss, by the super¬ 
annuation, according to law, in his sixtieth 

« 

year, of Joseph Couttet, the Captain of Mont 
Blanc, and bravest at once and most sagacious 
of the old school of guides. Partly in rdgard 
for the old man, partly in respect for u§, now 
favourably known in Chamouni, the law was 
relaxed by the Chef des Guides in our favour, 
and Couttet came^to us on the morning of the 
7th of June. My father explained to him that 
he wanted me taken charge of on the hills, 
and not permitted in any ambitious attempts, 
or taken into any dangerous places; and th^^t, 
from what he had heard of Couttet*s trust¬ 
worthiness, and knowledge of his mountains, 
he had no doubt thal I should 1 ^ safe with. 

him, and might learn more under his tutelage, 

• # 

in safety, than by the most daring expeditions 
un(J,er inferior masters. Couttet said lifi.^, 
but accepted the charge'with a kindly glitter 
in his eyes, and a cheerful woad or two^ 
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signS^ng that my father need not {l!ar for 
ifte f and we set out together for the base 

tne Buet ,—1 on muleback, he walking. 

For thirty years he remained my tutor and 
' companion. Had he been my drawing-master 
also, it would have been better for me : if 
my work pleased Couttet, 1 found afterwards 
it was always good; and he knew perfectly 
when I was trying vainly to do what I could 
not,* or foolishly what no one else would 
care (or. 

The month at Chamouni, however, passed 
with his approval, and to my perfect benefit. 
1 made two foreground studies in colour, of 
considerable beauty; and, under his teaching, 
began to use my alpenstock easily, and to 
walk with firmness. 

• 94. Of our habitual Chamouni life—papa’s, 
mamma’s, and mine — 1 shall give account 
further on; I take from this year’s diary only 
the note on first reaching the bases of the 
£|jguXles. 

'At last, on steep inclined planes of snow, 
Inched *the base of the little Charmoz;«but 
amazed to find that the size of the 
aiguilles seemed to diminish with every step 



PRJ5TER1TA. 


136 

of api^oach, after a certain point, andVthat, 
thus seen (the aiguille) Blaitiere, though<rstMl 
3,000 feet above us, looked a mere tock^ 
ascendable in a quarter of an ^ hour.’ Of 
course, after being used to the higher 
rocks, one begins to measure them in their 
own way; but where there is nothing to 
test scale—where the air is perfectly mist- 
less, and the mountain masses are divided 
into sheets whose edges are the heigfit of 
Dover cliffs, it is impossible effectually 
to estimate their magnitude but by trying 
them.’ 

This bit of moonlight is perhaps worth 
keeping: '28th June, half-past ten.—I never 
was dazzled b}' moonlight until now; but as it 
rose from behind the Mont Blanc du Taciil, 
the full moon almost blinded me: it buvst 
forth into the sky like a vast star. For an 
hour before, the aiguilles had appeared as 
dark masses against a sky looking as trans¬ 
parent as clear sea, edged at their summits 
with fleeces of cloud breaking into glorious 

spr/iy and foam of white fire. A mtjteorVell 

< 

over the Dome as the moon rose: now it is so 

« 

intensely bright that I cannot see the Mont 
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BlaiSf underneath it; the form is lost^in its 

^ Many and many an hour of precious time 
and perfect sight was spent, during these 
^ars, in thus watching skies; much was 
written which would be useful—if I took a 
year to put it together,—to myself; but, in the 
present smoky world, to no other creature : 
and much was learned, which is of no use now 
to aTiybody; for to me it is only sorrowful 
memory, and to others, an old man's fantasy. 

95. We left Chamouni on 4th July; on 
the 8th I find this entry at St. Gingoulph: 
*We dined late, which kept^ne later from my 
walk than I like, and it was wet with recent 
rain; but the glades of greensw^ard under 
groves of Spanish chesnut all the greener for 
iM Such richness I never saw in Italy; the 
hay just cut, leaving the grass crisp and 
short; the grey trunks and rich leaves mixed 
with mossy rock, and tlie cliffs above, n'obicr 
Amalfi: the sunset sent down rays of 
opaque gold between me and the Jura, bring¬ 
ing out •the successive rises of the Payji de 
Vaud;^t!ie Jura a golden shadow, sharp- 
edged ancf baseless in the sky.’ 
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Heiibe, we crossed the Simplon to Bl^'eno 
and back, — for the Simplon’s and ka^ 
Maggiore’s sake only. ^ ^ 

‘Baveno, July I2th.—I have i^ore feeling 
for Italy than ever, but it makes me deeply 
sad. The vines and pasture about this place 
make it a Paradise; the people are fine- 
featured, and singularly graceful in motion; 
but there is every appearance of hopeless 
vice. Four men have been playing Cards 
and drinking, without stirring, in thg inn- 
yard since twelve o’clock (noon. I had come 
in from an evening walk), and the gardens 
and enclosed spots of ground are foul as 
dunghills. The I sola Bella is fast going to 
decay—all the stucco of it green, damp, 
shattered, covered with weeds and dead 
leaves; yet the flowers and foliage of sur¬ 
passing beauty.’ 

And to this day, the uselessness of San 
Carlo’s memory is to* me one of the entirely 
wonderfuUest things in Catholic histtx’y 
that Rome should go on sending missionaries 
to (3hina, and, within a thousand yaitls aefoss 
the water from St. Carlo’s isle, leave the 
people of her own Italy's Garden \^f Eden in 
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guilt *!lnd tniseiy. 1 call tlie Lago Mafgiore 
di^ti4ct the Eden of Italy; for there are no 
^olfafaras there, no earthquakes, no pestifer¬ 
ous marsh, yo fever-striking sunshine. Purest 
aSr, richest earth, loveliest wave; and the 
same noble race that founded the architecture 
of Italy at Como. 

Left to die, like the green lizards, in the 
blind clefts of their rocks, whence they see 
no C3bd. 

96 . Village of Simplon, 15 th June.—At 
eight this evening I was sitting on the highest 
col of the Simplon, watching the light die on 
the Breithorn; nothing roiaid me but rock 
and lichen, except one purple flower,' (coloured 
and very accurate drawing, at the side, of 
Linaria Alpina,) ‘ and the forget-me-not, which 
glows everywhere. My walk home was very 
lovely, star after star coming out above my 
head, the white hills gleaming among them; 
die gulph of pines, with*the torrent, black and 
a^ul^^low'; lights breaking sofdy through 
cottage windows. . 

^'Cassiftpeia is rising above a piny moun¬ 
tain, exactly opposite my window.’ 

The Unaria must have been brought * home ’ 
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(the Simplon village inn was already^'more 
that to me than ever Denmark Hill),‘'and 
painted next morning—it could not have been 
so rightly coloured at night; a^so the day 
had been a heavy one. At six, morning,‘ i 
had visited Signor Zanetti, and reviewed his 
collection of pictures on Isola Pescatore; 
walked up most of the defile of Gondo; and 
the moment we got to the Simplon village, 
dashed off to catch the sunset from the? col; 
live miles up hill against time, (an4 walk 
against time up a regular slope of eight feet 
in the hundred is the most trying foot-work 
1 know,) live miks back under the stars, with 
the hills not under but among them, and care¬ 
ful entry, of which I have only given a 
sentence, make up a day which shows there 
was now no farther need to be alarmed about 
my health. My good father, who was never 
well in the high air, and hated the chills from 
patches of melting snow, stayed nevertheless 
all next day at the village, to let me •climb 
the long-coveted peak west of the Simplon 
col^ which forms the great precipicifc on^Iie 
Dricg side. 'It commanded the Valais far 
down, the Bernese Alps in their whole extent, 
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arTd 5fco great mountains bej^ond the "^^alley 
of 9 aas.’ These were the Weisshorn, and 

I 

l^wer peak nearer Zermatt. 

97. That ^evening James Forbes and his 
^fe were with us in the otherwise untenanted 
salle-A-manger (see ^Deucalion,’ Chap. X.), 
and next morning, the 17th, M set off at six 
to visit the Pere Barras, (formerly Claven- 
didr of the great St Bernard, now at the 
monitory of the Simplon,) *On the Sem- 
pione,i (I meant the Flelsch-horn,) 'a field 
of cirri, bounded by a contour like that of 
common cirrostrati, convex and fishy, but 
composed of the most exquisite sandy and 
silky forms, all in most rapid motion, but 
forming and vanishing, as usual, exactly at the 
same point, so that the mass W'as stationary. 
Reached the col in two hours of very slow 
walking, and breakfasted with the Father. 
He showed me the spot where the green 
actynolite is found, directly behind the con- 
v^t. • pne of his dogs saw him with his hat 
on, and W'aited in the, passage, barking furi¬ 
ous^ widi delight He parted from me l^aif 
a mile derwn on this side (Brieg side), and I 
waited at the second gallery for the carriage.’ 
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Matterhorn all day till sunset, when 
were playing lights over the sky, and th<f 
Matterhorn appeared in full ruhy, with a 
wreath of crimson cloud drifting from its 
top.* 

That day Gordon was to come up from 
Chamouni to meet us; he had slept at Visp, 
and was first at Zermatt. Just as we came 
in sight of the Matterhorn he met us, ^with 
his most settledly practical and constitrtiona\ 
face— 

‘ Yes, the Matterhorn is all very fine; but 
do you know there's nothing to eat ? ’ 

* Nonsense; we can eat anything here.* 
'Well, the black bread’s two months old, 

and there’s nothing else but potatoes.* 

* There must be milk, anyhow.* 

Yes, there was milk, he supposed. 

'You can sop your bread in it then; what 

I 

could be nicer ? * 

But Gordon*s downcast mien did lyt 
change; and I had to admit myself, when 
supper-timc came, that pne might almosf as 
hopelessly have sopped the Matterhorn as 
the loaf. * 


'19^ July, Zermatt. — Clouds 
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98./Thus the Christian peasant liad^livcd 
iif t^c Alps, imlhought of, for two thousand 
3pars—since Christ broke bread for His multi¬ 
tude; and jived thus under the direct care 
of the Catholic Church—for Sion, the capital 
of the Valais, is one of the grandest of old 
bishoprics; and just below this valley of 
black bread, the little mountain towns of 
Visp and Brieg are more groups of tinkling 
towels and convent cloisters than' civic dwell¬ 
ing-places. As for the Catholic State, for a 
thousand years, while at every sunset Monte 
Rosa glowed across the whole Lombard plain, 
not a Lombard noble knew where the moun* 
tain was. 

Yet, it may be, I err in my pity. I have 
many things yet to say of the Valais; mean¬ 
time this passage from Saussure records a 
social state in 1796, which, as compared with 
that of the poor in our great capitals, is one 
neither of discomfort nor disgrace:— 

Lft^ sobri^t^, compagne ordinaire de I'a- 
mour du travail, cst encore une qualite 
remllirquatble des habitants de ces valines. 
Cc paii^ tie seigle, dont j'ai parld, qu’on ne 
mange que^six mois apr^s qu’il est cuit, on 
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le raniollit dans du petit lait ou dans au lait 
de beurre, et cette espece de soupe fait^Metir 
principale nourriture; le froxnage et un pen 

r I 

de vieille vache ou de chevrc salves, se 
rdservent pour les jours de fete ou pour le 
temps de grands travaux; car pour la viande 
fraiche, ils n'en mangent jamais, c*cst un 
mets trop dispendicux. Les gens riches du 
pays vivent avec la meme Economic; je voyois 
notre hote 'de Macugnaga, qui n^etoit rien 
moins que pauvre, aller tous les soirs prendre, 
dans un endroit fernu^ a clef, une pinede d’aulx 
dont il distribuoit gravement une gousse a sa 
femme, et autant a chacun de ses enfants, et 
cette gousse d’ail ctoit rassaisonnement unique 
d’un morceau de pain sec qu’ils brisoient entre 
deux pierres, & qii’ils mangeoient pour leur 
souper. Ceux d’entr*cux qui ndgocient au- 
dehors, viennent au moins une fois tous les 
deux ans passer quelques mois dans leur 
village; et quoique hors de chez eux ils 
prcnnent Thabitude d'une meilleure nounitu^e, 
ils se remettent sans peine d celle de leur pays, 
et ne le quittent qu’avec un extreme regret; 

■a 

j’ai et^ temoin d'un ou deux de ces departs, 
qui m’ont attendri jusqu’aux larmes.*' 
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Wi By the morning, however, our^hosts 
h&d* found some meat for the over-greedy 
foreigners, and the wine was good enough; 
but it. was yo place for papa and mamma to 
st&y in; and, bravado apart, 1 liked black 
bread no better than they. So we went up 
to the Riffelbcrg, where I saw that on the 
north Monte Rosa was only a vast source of 
glacier, and, as a mountain, existed only for 
the Italian side: the Matterhorn was too 


much /)f an Egyptian obelisk to please me 
(I trace continually the tacit reference in my 
Cumberland-built soul to moorish Skiddaw 


and far-sweeping Saddleback as the proper 
types of majestic form); and I went down 
to Visp again next day without lamentation: 
my mother, sixty-three on next 2nd Sep- 
tesiber, walking with me the ten miles from 
St. Nicholas to Visp as lightly as a girl. And 
the old people went back to Bricg with me, 
that I might climb the* Bell Alp (then un- 
knowip)^ whence I drew the panorama of the 
Simplon and Bernese j^ange, now in Walkley 
Mui^um. * But the more 1 got, the mor<» 1 
asked. ^After drawing the Weisshorn and 
Alctsch-horfi, I wanted to see the Aiguille 

VOL. II. K 
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Verte again, and was given another foliitnight 
for Chamouni; the old people staying al the' 
Trois Couronnes of Vevay. I spent the days 
usefully, going first up to the,base of the 
Aiguille d’Argenti^re, which commands fnc 
glorious white ocean of the Tours glacier 
below, and, opposite, the four precipices of 
the Aiguille Verte on its north-east flank; 
and that day, 27th July, we saw a herd of 
more than thirty chamois on the Argeuti^re. 

* Pour les voir, faut aller ou ils soi\t/ said 
Couttct; and he might have added, where 
other living things are not; for, whether by 
shepherd or traveller, the snows round the 
Aiguilles of Chardonnet and Argenti^re are 
the least trodden of all the Mont Blanc fields. 
The herd was in three groups, twelve in one 
of them only ; and did not put itself to spef^d, 
but retired slowly when we got within a 
quarter of a mile of them, each stopping to 
look back from the ridge behind which they 
disappeared. 

t 

100. * Iceland moss’ (says the diaiy), *in 
ei>ormous quantities amongst the Alpine 
above. the Argentifere glacier—not growing at 
all, so far as I recollect, but on'the hills on 
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thV*iJtrth-east of the valley. Where 
the «now, the top of the glacier * (Tours) * was 
frreathed in vast surges which took us from 
twenty minutes to half an hour (each) to climb, 
—green lovely lakes in their hollows, no 
crevices.' On the 29th July I went up the 
Buet, and down to Sixt, where I found myself 
very stiff and tired, and determined that the 
Alps were, on the whole, best seen from 
beloVI'. And after a walk to the Fer-a-cheval, 
consicjpring the wild strawberries there to 
taste of slate, 1 went rather penitently down 
to Geneva again. 

Feeling also a little ashamed of myself before 
papa—in the consciousness that all his pining 
in cold air, and dining on black bread, and 
waiting, day after day, not without anxiety, 
Mihile I rambled he knew not whither, had 
not in the least advanced the object nearest 
his heart,—the second volume of 'Modern 
Painters.* I had, on the*contrary, been acutely 
and minutely at work in quite other directions 
—felt tempted now to write on Alpine botany, 
or 'tievott myself to painting myrtilles ^nd 
mica-slate for the *rest of my days. The 
burner charm was indeed as potent as ever; 
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but I ielt that other powers were now t?liing 
on me besides his,—even beyond his; not cn 
delight, but in vital strength; and that np 
word more could be written of him, till 1 had 
tried the range of these. * 

loi. It surprises me to find, by entries at 
Paris (which I was reasonable enough now to 
bear the sight of again), in August of this year, 
how far I had advanced in picture knowledge 
since the Roman days; progress which “i sec 
no ground for, and remember no step?, of,— 
except only a lesson given me by George 
Richmond at one of Mr. Rogers’ breakfasts 
(the old man used to ask me, finding me 
always reverent to him, joyful in his pictures, 
and sometimes amusing, as an object of 
curiosity to his guests),—date uncertain, but 
probably in 1842. Until that year, Rubects 
had remained the type of colour power to me, 
and (p. 52 above) Titian’s flesh tints of little 
worth! But that morning, as 1 was getting 
talkative over the wild Rubens sketch, (War 
or Discord, or Victory or the Furies, I forget 
whf*it,) Richmond said, pointing to the'VeroWese 
beneath it, * Why are you not looking at this, 
—^so much greater in manner ? ’ Greater, 
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hows* 1 asked, in surprise; Mt seems to me 

tame beside the Rubens.' 'That may 
pe/ said Richmond, ‘ but the Veronese is true, 
the other yolently conventional' ' In what 
\?ay true?' I asked, still not understanding. 
'Well,' said Richmond, 'compare the pure 
shadows on the flesh, in Veronese, and its 
clear edge, witli Rubens’s ochre and vermilion, 
and outline of asphalt.’ 

icfc. No more was needed. From that 


mome,pt, I saw what was meant by Venetian 
colour; yet during 1843, early 1844, was 
so occupied with 'Modern Painters,’ degree¬ 
getting, and studies of foliage and foreground, 
that I cannot understand how 1 had reached, 
in picture knowledge, the point shown by these 
following entries, of which indeed the first 
shows that the gain surprised me at the time, 
but foolishly regards it only as a change 
coming to pass in the Louvre on the instant, 
and does not recognize it as the result of 
growth: the fact being, I suppose, th^t the 
habit of looking for tQ^e colour in nature had 
m*aCle mef sensitive to the modesty and dignity 
of huesjA painting also, before possessing no 
Tharm for ftie. 
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*Aug. 17th. I have had a change wA>ug 1 [it > 

in me, and a strong one, by this visit t^ tBe 

Louvre, and know not how far it may g<^ 

chiefly in my full understanding of Titian, 

John Bellini, and Periigino, and being able to 

abandon everything for them; or rather, being 

i^^able to look at anything else/ 

103. I allow the following technical note 

only for proof of the length I had got to. 

There shall be no more of the kind lef into 

Prteterita. » 

‘1252 (^*The Entombment”) is the finest 

Titian in the gallery,—glowing, simple, broad, 

and grand. It ds to be opposed to 1251 

(“The Flagellation”), in which the shades 

arc brown instead of grey, the outlines strong 

brown lines, the draperies broken up by folds, 

the lights very round and vivid, and foiled by . 

deep shades, the flesh forms, the brightest 

lights, and the draperies subdued. 

'In 1252 every one of these conditions is 

_ » 

revered. Even the palest flesh is solemn 

and dark, in juxtaposition with golden-white 

drapery; all the masses broad and*'flat,*'the 

shades grey, the outlines chaste aiRl^ severe. 

It may be taken as an example of the highest 
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of expression wrought out by^ere 
Sft'asdeur of colour and composition. 

* 1 found myself finally in the Louvre, fixed 
by this Titian, and turning to it, and to the 
dhe (picture), exactly opposite, John and Gen¬ 
tile Bellini, by John Bellini. I was a long 
time hesitating between this and Raphaers 
dark portrait; but decided for the John 
Bellini. 

* Aug, 18th. To-morrow we leave. I have 

been ^watching the twilight on the Tuileries, 
which was very grand and clear; and plan¬ 
ning works. I shall try to paint a Madonna 
some day, 1 believe.' • 
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THE CAMPO SANTO. 

104. The summer’s work of 1844, so far 
from advancing the design of * Modern 
Painters/ had thrown me off it—first*into 
fine botany, then into difficult geology and 
lastly, as that entry about the Madonna 
shows, into a fit of figure study which meant 
much. It meant, especially, at last some look¬ 
ing into ecclesiastical history,—some notion 
of the merit of fourteenth century painting, 
and the total abandonment of Rubens and 
Rembrandt for the Venetian school. Whicb^ 
the reader will please observe, signified 
not merely the advance in sense of colour, 
but in perception of truth and modesty in 
light and shade. And on getting home, I 
felt that in the cyclone of confused new 
kno^yledge, this was the thing first t6 be got 
firm. * 

Scarcely any book writing was 'done that 
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, i^ntfr,—^and there arc no diaries; bht, for 
' tRe*first time, I took up Turner's ‘Liber 
^tudionim' instead of engravings; mastered 
its princip^s, practised its method, and by 
sf>nng-time in 1845 was able to study from 
nature accurately in full chiaroscuro, with a 
good frank power over the sepia tinting. 

I must have read also, that winter, Rio's 
'Po^sie Chretienne,' and Lord Lindsay's in- 
trodiftction to his ‘Christian Art.' And per¬ 
ceiving thus, in some degree, what a blind 
bat and puppy 1 had been, all through 
Italy, determined that at least 1 must see 
Pisa and Florence again, before writing 
another word of ‘Modern Painters.' 

105. How papa and mamma took this new 
vagary, I have no recollection; resignedly, at 
Isast: perhaps they also had some notion that 
I might think dilTerently, and it was to be 
hoped in a more orthodox and becoming 
manner, after another Ibight of the Tribune. 
Al aH ^events, they concluded to give me my 
own way entirely th^ time; and what time 
I "chose.* My health caused them no farther 
anxiety^ -they coulcf trust my word to take 
care of myself every day, just the same as if 
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1 were coming home to tea: my moth^ was 
satisfied of Couttet’s skill as a physidan^^aAd * 
care, if needed, as a nurse;—he was engage^ 
for the summer in those capacities, — and^ 
about the first week in April, I found mysSf 
dining on a trout of the Ain, at Champagnole; 
with Switzerland and Italy at my feet—for 
to-morrow. 

106. Curiously, the principal opposition to 
this unprincipled escapade had been ^made 
by Turner. He knew that one of my chief 
objects was to see the motives of his last 
sketches on the St Gothard; and he feared 
my getting into .some scrape in the then dis¬ 
turbed state of the cantons. He had probably 
himself seen some of their doings in 1843, 
when Ha vieille Suisse prit les armes, pr^vint 
les Bas Valaisans, qui furent vaincus et macr- 
sacr^s au Pont du Trient, pres de Martigny; ^ * 
and again an expedition of the Corps Francs 
of the liberal cantons * pour expulser les 
Jesuits, et renverser le gouvernement,' at 
Lucerne, had been summarily ' renvers^e * 

itsQlf by the Lucernois, 8th December, i^ 44 > 

( 

r 

* * La Suisse Historique,’ par £. H. Gaullienri Genive, 
1855, p. 4^8. 
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only^thrce months before my intended start 

fSr^the Alps. Every time Turner saw me 
during the winter, he said something to dis- 
^suade me ^om going abroad; when at last 
I went to say good-bye, he came down with 
me into the hall in Queen Anne Street, and 
opening the door just enough for me to pass, 
laid hold of my arm, gripping it strongly. 
*Why will you go to Switzerland—there’il 
be Such a fidge about you, when you’re 
gone.# 

1 am never able to collect myself in a 
moment, and am simply helpless on any 
sudden need for decision like this; the result 
being, usually, that 1 go on doing what 1 
meant to do. If I say anything, it is sure 4 
to be wrong. I made no answer, but grasped 
kis hand closely, and went. I believe he 
made up his mind that 1 was heartless and 
selfish ; anyhow he took no more pains 
with me. * 

^ 107.^ As it chanced, even while 1 sat over 
my trout at Champagiiole, there was another 
exjffleditidn of the Francs Corps—M. GaulUeur 
does not* say against whom, but only that it 
had * une ^ssue encore plus tragique que la 
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prcmiibre/ But there had been no instdfce*of 
annoyance to English or any other traveJ 4 cA> ^ 
in all the course of these Swiss squabbl^ 
since 1833, in which year—by t^e way, the* 
first of our journeys—we drove under some 
posted field-batteries into Basle, just after the 
fight at Liesthal between the liberal towns¬ 
people and Catholic peasants. The landlord 
of the ' Three Kings * had been out; and run 
—or at least made the best speed he coftld— 
three leagues to the town gates. # 

It was no part of my plan, however, as my 
parents knew, to enter Switzerland in this 
spring-time: but *<10 do what I could in Italy 
first. Geneva itself was quiet enough: Couttet 
4 met me there, and next day we drove over the 
ledges of the Saleve, all aglow with primrose 
and soldanelle, down upon Annecy. 

108. I had with me, besides Couttet, a 
young servant who became of great use to 
me in succeeding years; with respect to whom 
I must glance back at some of the past •revo¬ 
lutions in our domestic-dynasties. The cook 
and housemaid at Herne Hill, in it% m^nly 
characteristic time—1827-1834—weie sisters, 
Mary and Elizabeth Stone. I have never seen 
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a of veal rightly roasted, nor a Yorkshire 

^pAd^ng rightly basted, since Maiy Stone left 
to be married in 1836. Elizabeth, also not 
to be excell^ in her line, was yet replaceable, 
when her career ended in the same catastrophe, 
by a third younger sister, Hannah ; but I can*t 
in the least remember who waited on us, till 
our perennial parlour-maid, Lucy Tovey, came 
to us in 1829—remaining with us till 1875. 
Her cister Harriet replaced Hannah Stone, 
who ijust needs be married, like Mary and 
Elizabeth, in 1834; nor did she leave us till 
the Denmark Hill household was broken up. 
But in 1842 another young Jiousemaid came, 
Anne Hobbs, whose brother John Hobbs, 
called always at Denmark Hill, George, to ^ 
distinguish him, in vocal summons, from my 
father and me, became my body servant in 
the same year, and only left me to push his 
higher fortune in 1854. I could not say 
before, without interrupting graver ^matters, 
that the idea of my not being able to dress 
myself began at Oxfoi^, where it was thought 
bAbmin^ in a gentleman-commoner to l^ve 
a squire*to manag^ his scout. My good, 
honest, uninteresting Thomas Hughes, being 
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vigilant that I put my waistcoat on rigjit side 
outwards, went abroad with us, instep of 
Salvador; my father, after the first two 
journeys, being quite able to do^his courier’s 
work himself. When we came home in ’42, 
Hughes wanted to promote himself to some 
honour or other in the public-house line, and 
George Hobbs, a sensible and merry-minded 
youth of eighteen, came in his stead. Couttet 
and he sat in the back seat of the light-booded 
barouche which I took for this Italian journey; 
the hood seldom raised, as I never travelled 
in bad weather unless surprised by it; and 
the three of us v/alked that April morning up 
the Sal^ve slope, and trotted down to Annecy, 
in great peace of mind. 

109. At Annecy I made the first careful 
trial of my new way of work. I herewith 
reproduce the study; it is very pleasant to 
me still; and certainly any artist who once 
accustoms himself to che method cannot after¬ 
wards fall into any mean trickery or dull con¬ 
ventionalism. The outline must be made 

• r 

cle^trly and quietly, conveying as much ac¬ 
curate information as possible respecting the 
form and structure of the object; then, in 
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w&sl^g, the chiaroscuro is lowered from the 
lights with extreme care down to the 
'fiddle tones, and the main masses left in full 
shade. ^ 

• A rhyme written to Mont Blanc at Geneva, 
and another in vituperation of the idle people 
at Conflans, were, 1 think, the last serious 
exertions of my poetical powers. I perceived 
finally that I could express nothing I had 
to aay, rightly, in that manner; and the 
* peacf of mind * above referred to, which 
returns to me as the principal character of 
this opening journey, was perhaps, in part, 
the result of this extremely wholesome con¬ 
clusion. 

no. But also, the two full years, since the 
flash of volcanic lightning at Naples, had 
iirought me into a deeper and more rational 
state of religious temper. 1 can scarcely yet 
call it religious thought; but the steadily read 
chapters, morning and tvening, with the con- 
tinua 4 comparison between the Protestant and 
l^apal services evciy ^unday abroad, made me 
f<feMhat^ all dogmatic teaching was a matter 
of chance and habif; and that the life of re¬ 
ligion depended on the force of faith, not the 
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terms of it. In the sincerity and brighl^neds 
of his imagination! I saw that George Herbett 
represented the theology of the Protestant 
Church in a perfectly central and deeply 
spiritual manner: his 'Church Porch' 1 re¬ 
cognised to be blamelessly wise as a lesson 
to youth ; and the exquisitely faithful fancy 
of the other poems (in the ' Temple') drew me 
into learning most of them by heart,—the 
‘ Church Porch,’ the ' Dialogue,* ' Employ¬ 
ment,* * Submission,* ' Gratefulness,* and,, chief 
favourite, 'The Bag,*—deliberately and care¬ 
fully. The code of feeling and law written 
in these verses piay be always assigned as 
a standard of the purest unsectarian Chris¬ 
tianity; and whatever has been wisest in 
thought or happiest in the course of my 
following life was founded at this time on tlv; 
teaching of Herbert. The reader will perhaps 
be glad to sec the poem that has been most 
useful to me, ' Submisi^ion,* in simpler spelling 
than in the grand editions : i 

Ihit that Thou arf my wisdom, Lond, 

I ^ 

And both mine eyes .'‘je Thine, 

My mind would be extremely stirfhd 
For missing my design. 
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^Were it not better to bestow 
Some place and power on me ? 

Then should Thy praises with me grow, 

And share in my degree. 

• 

But when I thus dispute and grieve 
I do resume my sight, 

And pilfering what 1 once did give, 

Disseize Thee of Thy right. 


How know 1, if Thou shouldst me raise, 
■That 1 should then raise Thee ? 

Perhaps great places and Thy praise 
£)o not so well agree 1 

Wherefore, unto my gift I stand, 

I will no more advise ; • 

Only do Thou lend me I'hine hand. 
Since Thou hast both mine eyes. 


«iii. In these, and other such favourite 
verses, George Herbert, as aforesaid, was to 
me at this time, and has been since, useful 
beyond every other teacher; not that I ever 
attained to any likeness of feeling, but at least 
knew where I was myself wrong, or cold, in 
coln^nsen. A little more force was also4)ut 
on Bible *study at %is time, because I held 
myself responsible for George’s tenets as well 

VOL. II. L 
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as my own, and wished to set him a d^cr6et 
example; he being well-disposed, and 
to my guidance, with no harm as yet in aiy/ 
of his ways. So 1 read my chapter with him 
morning and evening; and if there were no * 
English church on Sundays, the Morning Ser¬ 
vice, Litany and all, very reverently; after 
which we enjoyed ourselves, each in our own 
way, in the afternoons, George being always 
free, and Couttet, if he chose; but h« had 
little taste for the Sunday promenades in 
a town, and was glad if I would take him 
with me to gather flowers, or carry stones. 

I never, until .this time, had thought of 
travelling, climbing, or sketching on the 
Sunday: the first infringement of this rule 
by climbing the isolated peak above Gap, 
with both Couttet and George, after oyr 
morning service, remains a weight on my 
conscience to this day. But it was thirteen 
years later before ^1 made a sketch on 
Siinda}". o 

112. By Gap and Sisteron to Frejus, along 
th^ Riviera to Sestri, where I gave a <ky to 
draw the stone-pines noW at Oxford; and so 
straight to my first fixed aim, Lucca, where 
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I fict^ed myself for ten days,—as I supposed. 
ItPt^ed out forty years. 

^The town is some thousand paces square; 
the unbroke|i rampart walk round may be a 
slfort three miles. There are upwards of 
twenty churches in that space, dating between 
the sixth and twelfth centuries; a ruined 
feudal palace and tower, unmatched except 
at Verona: the streets clean—cheerfully in¬ 
habited, yet quiet; nor desolate, even now. 
Two gf the churches representing the per- 
fectest phase of round-arched building in 
Europe, and one of them containing the 
loveliest Christian tomb in Italy. 

The rampart walk, unbroken except by 
descents and ascents at the gates, commands 
every way the loveliest ranges of all the 
Tuscan Apennine: when I was there in 1845, 
besides the ruined feudal palace, there was a 
maintained Ducal Palace, with a living Dyke 
in it, whose military badd played every even¬ 
ing on the most floral and peaceful space of 
• • 

rampart. After a weHJ-spent day, and a three- 

m 

cotirM dinner,—military band,—chains, doi*ble 
braided, of amethyst Apennine linked by 
golden clouds,—then the mountain air of 
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April, Still soft as the marble towers ^ 6 ^ 
unsubstantial in the starlight, — such the ^ 
monastic discipline of Lucca to my novitia^ 
mind. 

* 

113. I must stop to think a little how it 
was that so early as this I could fasten on the 
tomb of Ilaria di Caretto with certainty of its 
being a supreme guide to me ever after. If I 
get tiresome, the reader must skip; I write, 
for the moment, to amuse myself, and not him. 
The said reader, duly sagacious, mus^ have 
felt, long since, that,* though very respectable 
people in our way, we were all of us definitely 
vulgar people; jvst as my aunt’s dog Towzcr 
was a vulgar dog, though a very good and 
dear dog. Said reader should have seen also 
that we had not set ourselves up to have k 
tast^ in anything. There was never any 
question about matching colours in furniture, 
or having the correct pattern in china. Every¬ 
thing for service in' the house was bought 
plain, and of the best; our toys were what 
we happened to tak^a fancy to in pleasant 
plaues—a cow in stalactite from Matlc^k/ a 
fisher-wife doll from Calais, a Swiss farm 
from Berne, Bacchus and Arihdne from 
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C^rrira. But, among these toys, principal 
on ^he drawing-room chimney-piece, always 
away by my mother at night, and 'put 
out* in thfv afternoon, were some pieces of 
Spanish clay, to which, without knowing it, 
I owed a quantity of strenuous teaching. 
Native baked clay figures, painted and gilded 
by untauglit persons who had the gift; 
manufactine mainly practised along the Xcres 
coast, I believe, and of late much decayed, but 
then flourishing, and its work as good as the 
worker could make it. There was a Don 


Whiskerandos contrabandista, splendidly hand¬ 
some and good-natured, an a magnificent 
hofse at the trot, brightly caparisoned : every¬ 
thing finely finished, his gun loose in his 
hand. Tlicre was a lemonade seller, a 
^pomegranate seller, a matador with his 
bull—animate all, and graceful, the coloui- 
ing chiefly ruddy brown. Things of constant 
interest to me, and altogether wholesome; 


^esti|!ps of living sculpture come down 
into the Herne IfiJl ^times, from the days 
o!r Tanaka. • 

For Jdftier admiration, as before told, Chan- 


itey in Ltchfield, Roubilliac in Westminster, 
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were set forth to me, and honestlyfelt; 
a scratched white outline or two 
Greek vases on the black Derbyshire mart^ 
did not interfere with my first funeral feel¬ 
ing about sculpture, that it should be living, 
and emotional; that the flesh should be like 
flesh, and the drapery like clothes; and that, 
whether trotting contrabandista, dancing girl, 
or dying gladiator, the subject should have an 
interest of its own, and not consist mei«^ly of 
figures with torches or garlands stranding 
alternately on their ^right and left legs. Of 
' ideal' form and the like, I fortunately heard 
and thought nothing. 

114. The point of connoisseurship I had 
reached, at sixteen, with these advantages 
and instincts, is curiously measured by the 
criticism of the Cathedral of Rheims in my 
Don Juan journal of 1835: 

The carx'ing is not rirh,— the Gothic heavy, 

The statues miserable ; not a fold 
Of drapery well-disposed in all the bevy 
Of Saints and Bishops ^nd Archbishops old 
^ That line the porches grey. But in the nageft 1 
Stared at the windows pr rple, blue, and gold: 
And the perspective’s wonderfully fine" . 

When you look down the long colurfinar line. 
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the * carving' 1 meant the niche work, 
^i/fhtgh is indeed curiously rude at Rheims; by 
^e ^Gothic’ the structure and mouldings of 
arch, which^I rightly call ‘ heavy * as compared 
^ith later French types; while the condemna¬ 
tion of the draperies meant that they were 
not the least like those either of Rubens or 
Roubilliac. And ten years had to pass over 
me before I knew better; but every day be¬ 
tween the standing in Rheims porch and by 
llaria^ tomb had done on me some chiselling 
to the good; and the' discipline from the 
Fontainebleau time till now had been severe. 
The accurate study of tree branches, growing 
leaves, and foreground herbage, had more and 
more taught me the difference between violent 
and graceful lines; the beauty of Clotilde and 
jC6cile, essentially French-Gothic, and the 
living Egeria of Araceli, had fixed in my 
mind and heart, not as an art-ideal, but 
as a sacred reality, the purest standards of 

breathing womanhood; and here suddenly, 

• • 

in the sleeping ll^ria, was the perfectness 
dr*^ese, expressed with harmonies offline 
which 1* saw in an instant were under the 
same laws as the river wave, and the aspen 
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branch, and the stars' rising and seating; 
but treated with a modesty and sevj^ly 
which read the laws of nature by the Hglj^ 
of virtue. 

f* 

115. Another influence, no less forcible, aiid 
more instantly effective, was brought to bear 
on me by my first quiet walk through Lucca. 

Hitherto, all architecture, except fairy- 
finished Milan, had depended with me for its 
delight on being partly in decay. I re**’ered 
the sentiment of its age, and 1 was accustomed 
to look for the sigfns of age in the mouldering 
of its traceries, and in the interstices deepen¬ 
ing between the stones of its masonry. This 
looking for cranny and joint was mixed with 
the love of rough stones themselves, and of 
country churches built like Westmoreland 
cottages. 

Here in Lucca I found myself suddenly in 
the presence of twelfth century buildings, 
originally set in such balance of masonry that 
they could all stand without mortar; and in 
material so incorruptible, that after six hundred 

r 

years of sunshine and rain, a lancet could' riot 
now be put between their’joints. 

Absolutely for the first time L now saw 
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what^ roedieeval builders were, and what they 
ynfel^t. 1 took the simplest of all facades for 
^malysis, that of Santa ‘Maria Foris-Portam, 
and thcreoi^ literally began the study of archi¬ 
tecture. 

In the third — and, for the reader’s re¬ 
lief, last—place in these technical records, 
Fra Bartolomeo’s picture of the Magdalene, 
with St. Catherine of Siena, gave me a 
faultfess example of the treatment of pure 
Cathq|ic tradition by the perfect schools of 
painting. 

116. And 1 never needed lessoning more in 
the principles of the three great arts. After 
those summer days of 18^5, 1 advanced only 
in knowledge of individual character, pro¬ 
vincial feeling, and details of construction or 
execution. Of what was primarily right and 
ultimately best, there was never more doubt 
to me, and my art-teaching, necessai'ily, in its 
many local or persond) interests partial, has 
beeii*/rom that time throughout consistent, 
and progressing cv^ry year to more evident 
<Arffpletlbn. • 

The^ full happiness of that time to me 
cannot be explained except to consistently hard 
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workers; and of those, to the few whp 
keep their peace and health. For the y^hdJ 
appeared to me now exactly right. Hills §& 
high as they should be, rivers as ^ide, pictures 
as pretty, and masters and men as wise—^as‘ 
pretty and wise could be. And 1 expected 
to bring everybody to be of my opinion, as 
soon as I could get out my second volume; 
and drove down to Fisa in much hope and 
pride, though grave in both. ® 

For now I had read enough of ,Cary’s 
Dante, and Sismondi’s * Italian Republics,' 
and Lord Lindsay, to feel what 1 had to 
look for in the#Campo Santo. Yet at this 
moment I pause to think what it was that 
1 found. 

Briefly, the entire doctrine of Christianity, 
painted so that a child could understand 
And what a child cannot understand of Chris¬ 
tianity, no one need try to. 

117. In these day^ of the religion of this 
and that,—briefly let us say, the religion of 
Stocks and Posts—in ,order to say a clear 
woT'd of the Campo Santo, one mustr firct' ^y 
a firm word concerning Christianity itself. 

1 find numbers, even of the mosC intelligent 
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a^d amiable people, not knowing what the 
\woAl means; because they are always ask¬ 
ing how much is true, and how much they 
luce, and sever ask, first, what was the 
total meaning of it, whether they like it 
or not. 

The total meaning was, and is, that the 
God who made earth and its creatures, took 
at a certain time upon the earth, the flesh and 
fornf of man; in that flesh sustained the pain 
and died the death of the creature He had 
made; rose again after death into glorious 
human life, and when the date of the human 
race is ended, will return dn visible human 
form, and render to every man according to 
his work, Christianity is the belief in, and 
love of, God thus manifested. Anything less 
■^han this, the mere acceptance of the sayings 
of Christ, or assertion of any less than divine 
power in His Being, may be, for aught I know, 
enough for virtue, p?ace, and safety; but 
^ey1)o not make people Christians, or enable 
^em to understand «the heart of the simplest 
belT6ver*in the old doctrine. One verse more 
of George Herbert will put the height of 
that doctfine into less debateable, though 
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figurative, picture than any longer ta,lk of 
mine:— , 

Hast thou not heard that my Lord Jcsns died? 
'J'hcn let me tell thee a stI•an^^e stwy. 

'I'he God of power, as he did ride 
In his majestic robes of glory, 

Resolved to light; and so, one day 
He did descend, undressing all the way. 

The stars his tire of light, and rings, obtained, 

'I’he cloud his bow, the fire his spear, 

The heavens his azure mantle gained, 

And when they asked what he would wcaij 
He smiled, and said as he did go, 

‘ He had new clothes a-making, here, below.’ 

1 write from memory; the lines*have been 
my lesson, ever since 1845, of the nobles.se 
of thought which makes the simplest word 
best. 

1 iS. And the Campo Santo of Pisa is absc^ 
lutely the same in painting as these lines in 
word. Straight to its purpose, in the clearest 
and roost eager way; the purpose, highest 
that can be; tlie expression, the best possible 
to the workman according to his knowledge. 
The several parts of the gospel of the G*Laipo 
Santo are written by different persons; but 
all the original frescoes are by men of honest 
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No matter for their names; the con- 
\ of this wall-scripture are these. 

\ First, the Triumph of Death, as Homer, 
A^rgil, and IJ^orace thought of death. Having 
b^en within sight of it myself, since Oxford 
days; and looking back already over a little 
Campo Santo of my own people, I was ready 
for that part of the lesson. 

Secondly, the story of the Patriarchs, and 
of tlaeir guidance by the ministries of visible 
angel^; that is to say, the ideal of the life of 
man in its blessedness, before the coming of 
Christ. 

Thirdly,^tlic story of Job, in direct converse 
with God himself, the God of nature, and 
without any reference to the work of Christ 
except in its final surety, * Yet in my flesh I 
i«ig»hall see God.’ 

Fourthl}", the life of St. Ranier of Pisa, and 

of the desert saints, showing the ideal of 

« 

human life in its blessedness after the coming 

of Christ. 

• • 

Lastly, the return^ of Christ in glory, and 
thb isASt tfudgment. % 

119. Now this code of teaching is abso¬ 
lutely general for the whole Christian world. 



174 


PR/RTERiy,. 

There is no papal doctrine, nor antipapal^ itor 
any question of sect or schism whatsof-ver, / 
Kings, bishops, knights, hermits, are therf, 
because the painters saw them, .^nd paintxi 
them, naturally, as we paint the nineteenth 
century product of common councilmen and 
engineers. But they did not conceive that a 
man must be entirely happy in this world and 
the next because he wore a mitre or helmet, 
as we do because he has made a fortune, or a 
tunnel. 

Not only was 1 prepared at this time for 
the teaching of the Campo Santo, but it was 
precisely what at^that time I needq||. 

It realized for me the patriarchal life, 
showed me wh^ij the earlier Bible meant to 
say; and put into direct and inevitable light 
the questions 1 had to deal with, alike in my 
thoughts and ways, under existing Christian 
tradition. 

Questions clearly not to be all settled in 
that fortnight Some, respecting the^ Last 
Judgment, such as woqjd have occurred to 

t 

Processor Huxley,—as for instance, that*'if 
Christ came to judgment in St.’ James’s 
Street, the people couldn’t see him from 



VI. CAMPO SANTO. 1 7 5 

Piccadilly,—had been dealt with by me before 
V but there is one fact, and no question 

all, concerning the Judgment, which was 
only at this^ time beginning to dawn on me, 
tHat men had been curiously judging ///m- 
selves by always calling the day they ex¬ 
pected, 'Dies Irie,* instead of'Dies Amoris.* 
120. Meantime, my own hist business was 
evidently to read what these Pisans had said 
of it^ and take some record of the sayings; 
for aj that time the old-fashioned ravages 
were going on, honestly and innocently. No¬ 
body cared for the old plaster, and nobody 
pretended^l^. When any dignitary of Pisa 
was to be buried, they peeled off some 
Benozzo Gozzoli, or whatever else was in the 
way, and put up a nice new tablet to the new 
Mi^efunct; but what was left was still all 
Benozzo, (or repainting of old time, not last 
year's restoration). I cajoled the Abbe Rosini 
into letting me put uff a scaffold level with 
the ipcscoes; set steadily to work W'lth what 

faculty in outline I Jiad; and being by this 

• 

tiihtp^rartised in delicate curves, by having 
drawn trees and grJiss rightly, got far better 
results than I had hoped, and had an 
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extremely happy fortnight of it! For 'a^s the 
triumph of Death was no new thouglHr to 
me, tlie life of hermits was no temptation; 
the stories of Abraham, Job, and St. Ranit^, 
well told, were like three new — Scotfs 
novels, I was going to say, and will say, for 
I don’t see my way to anything nearer the 
fact, and the work on them was pure delight. 
1 got an outline of Abraham’s parting with 
the last of the three angels; of the sacrifice 
of Job; of the three beggars, and a fiend 
or two, out of the Triumph of Death; and of 
the conversion of St. Ranier, for which 1 
greatly pitied him. 0, 

For he is playing, evidently with happiest 
skill, on a kind of zithern-harp, held upright 
as he stands, to the dance of four sweet Pisan 
maids, in a round, holding each other only by 
the bent little fingers of each hand. And one 
with graver face, and wearing a purple robe, 
approaches him, sayifig—I knew once what 
she said, but forget now; only it meant that 
his joyful life in that kind was to be ended. 
An «5 he obeys her, and follows, into a nffo&r 
life. 

1 do not know if ever there wasia real St. 
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I^n^r; but the story of him remained for 
\trulfc in the heart of Pisa as long as Pisa her- 
lived. 

^121. 1 more than outline of this scene: 
a coloured sketch of the whole group, which 1 
destroyed afterwards, in shame of its faults, 
all but the purple-robed warning figure; and 
that is lost, and the fresco itself now lost also, 
all mouldering and ruined by what must 
indeM be a cyclical change in the Italian 
climate: the frescoes exposed to it of which 
I made note before 1850, seem to me to have 
suffered more in the twenty years since, than 
they had liince they were painted: those at 
Verona alone excepted, where the art of fresco 
seems to have been practised in the fifteenth 
century in absolute perfection, and tlie colour 
■^o have been injured only by violence, not by 
time. 

There was another lovely cloister in Pisa, 
without fresco, but exquisite in its arched 
perspective and central garden, and noble in 
its unbuttressed height jof belfry tower ;—the 
dSiJter bf San Frj^cesco: in these, an 3 ill 
the xne^dbw round the baptistery, the routine 
of my Italian university life was now fixed 

VOL. 11. M 
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for a good many years in main mattri^? 
points. / 

122. In summer I have been always a* 
work, or out walking, by six o'cI'"»ck, usually 

I 

awake by half-past four; but I keep to Pisa 
for the present, where my monkish discipline 
arranged itself thus. Out, anyhow, by six, 
quick walk to the field, and as much done as 
1 could, and back to breakfast. at half-past 
eight. Steady bit of Sismondi over bread and 
butter, then back to Campo Santo, draw till 
twelve; quick walk to look about me and 
stretch my legs, in shade if it might be, before 
lunch, on anythiifg 1 chanced to see nice in a 
fruit shop, and a bit of bread. Back to lighter 
work, or merely looking and thinking, for 
another hour and a half, and to hotel for 
dinner at four. Three courses and a flask of' 
Aleatico (a sweet, yet rather astringent, red, 
rich for Italian, wine—provincial, and with 
lovely basket-work round the bottle). Then 
out for saunter with Couttet; he having leave 
to say anything he bad^a mind to, but not 
generally communicative of his feel)ng{^7 he 
carried my sketch-book, but in the evening 
there was too much always to be hunted out, 
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of c^y; or watched, of hills, or sunset; and 1 
t^raifly drew,—to my sorrow, now. I wish I 
*:^ew less, and had drawn more. 

^Homewards, from wherever we had got to, 
tfie moment the sun was down, and the last 
clouds had lost their colour. I avoided 
marshy places, if I could, at all times of the 
day, because 1 didn’t like them; but I feared 
neither sun nor moon, dawn nor twilight, 
malaFia nor anything else malefic, in the 
cours% of work, except only draughts and 
ugly people. I never would sit in a draught 
for half a minute, and fled from some sorts of 
beggars; but a crowd of the common people 
round me only made me proud, and try to 
draw as well as I could; mere rags or dirt 1 
did not care an atom for. 

123. As early as 1835, and as late as 1841, 
I had been accustomed, both in France and 
Italy, to feel that the crowd behind me was 
interested in my choice*of subjects, and plea- 
santly*^pplausive of the swift progress under 
my hand of street perspectives, and richness 
of* Itirfafce decorat jpn, such as might •be 
symboli^eQ by dextrous zigzags, emphatic 
dots, or grsfbeful flourishes. I had the better 

I 
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pleasure, now, of feeling that my 
watchful delineation, while still rapid enough ^ 
to interest any stray student of drawing 
might stop by me on his way to tljp Acaden(/, 
had a quite unusual power of directing the 
attention of the general crowd to points of 
beauty, or subjects of sculpture, in the build* 
ings I was at work on, to which they had 
never before lifted eyes, and which I had the 
double pride of first discovering for their^ and 
then imitating—not to their dissatisfaction. 

And well might I be proud; but how much 
more ought I to have been pitiful, in feeling 
the swift and perfect sympathy which the 
' common people *—companion-people I should 
have said, for in Italy there is no commonness 
—gave me, in Lucca, or Florence, or Venice, 
for every touch of true work that I laid ij^ 
their sight.^ How much more, I say, should 
it have been pitiful to me, to recognize their 
eager intellect, and delicate senses, open to 

II 

* A letter, received from Miss Alexander as 'l cori'ect 
this proof, gives a singular inkance of this power in the 
Italian peasant. She says:—'* I have just been dfCfwiiig a 
magnificent lombard shepherd, who sits to me in a waist¬ 
coat mtide from the skin of a yellow cow with the hairy 
side out, a shirt of homespun linen as ooars^ as sailcloth, a 
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lesson and every joy of their ancestral 
artlffar more deeply and vividly than in the 
'^ays when every spring kindled them into 
ijlittle, and ^every autumn was red with their 
Blood; yet left now, alike by the laws and 
lords set over them, less happy in aimless life 
than of old in sudden death ; never one effort 
made to teach them, to comfort them, to econo¬ 
mize their industries, animate their pleasures, 
or guard their simplest rights from the con¬ 
tinually more fatal oppression of unprincipled 
avarice, and unmerciful wealth. 

124. But all this I have felt and learned, 

■ like so much else, too la^e. The extreme 
seclusion of my early training left me long 
careless of sympathy for myself; and that 
which 1 gave to others never led me into any 
^ hope of being useful to them, till my strength 
of active life was past. Also, my mind was 
not yet catholic enough to feel that the Campo 
Santo belonged to its "own people more 'than 
• 

starlet &ash, and trousers woven (I should think) from the 
wool of the black sheep. •Heastonishes me all the time hy 
tlle^^t Amount of good advice which he gives mciabout 
my work ;,and always <lghl! Whenever he looks at my 
anfinigh i^ picture, he can always tell me exactly what it 
wants.” • 
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to me: and indeed. 1 had to read its le&sons 

' ' r * 

before I could interpret them. The n^^ld 
has for the most part been of opinion that J 
entered on the task of philanthropy too soa>i 
rather than too late: at all events, my con¬ 
science remained at rest during all those first 
times at Pisa, in mere delight in the glory of 
the past, and in hope for the future of Italy, 
without need of ray becoming one of her 
demagogues. And the days that began in 
the cloister of the Campo Santo usually faded 
by my getting upon the roof of Santa Maria 
della Spina, and sitting in the sunlight that 
transfused the warm marble of its pinnacles, 
till the unabated brightness went down be¬ 
yond the arches of the Ponte-a-Mare,—the 
few footsteps and voices of the twilight fell 
silent ill the streets, and the city and her^ 
mountains stood mute as a dream, beyond 
the soft eddying of Arna 
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MACUGNAGA. 

125. When first I saw Florence, in 1840, 
the great street leading into the Baptistery 
squzye from the south had not been rebuilt, 
but consisted of irregular ancient houses, with 
far projecting bracketed roofs. I mourned 
over their loss bitterly in 1845 ; but for the 
rest, Florence was still, th^n, what no one 
who sees her now could conceive. 

For one great feature, an avenue of magni¬ 
ficent cypress and laurel ascended, unbroken, 
^ from the Porta Romana to Bellosguardo, from 
whose height one could then wander round 
through lanes of olive, or through small rural 
vineyards, to San Miftiato, which stood de¬ 
serted, but not ruinous, with a narrow lawn 
of scented herbage ^before it, and sweet wild 
wet4^ aibout its steps, ail shut in by a hedge 
of roses. The Ibng ascending causeway 
between smaller cypresses than those of 
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the Porta Romana, gave every conceiyahiy 
loveliest view of the Duomo, and Calcine 
forest, and passing away of Amo towards 
the sunset. n 

126. In the city herself, the monasteries 
were still inhabited, religiously and usefully; 
and in most of them, as well as among the 
Franciscans at Fdsole, I was soon permitted 
to go wherever I liked, and draw whatever 
1 chose. But my time was passed chicly in 
the sacristy and choir of Santa Maria Novella, 
the sacristy of Santa Croce, and the upper 
passage of San Marco. In the Academia I 
studied the Angejiicos only, Lippi and Botti¬ 
celli being still far beyond me; but the Ghir- 
landajos in the choir of Santa Maria Novella, 
in their broad masses of colour, complied 
with the laws I had learned in Venice, while 
yet they swiftly and strictly taught me the 
fine personalities of the Florentine race and 
art. At Venice, one onlv knows a fisherman 
by his net, and a saint by his nimbus. But 
at Florence, angel or prophet, knight or 
hermit, girl or goddess, prince or 
cannot but be what they are, masque them 
how you will. 
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^(»ody ever disturbed me in the Ghii- 
land^o apse. There were no services behind 
high altar; tourists^ even the most learned, 
hi^ never in those days heard Ghirlandajo’s 
ntfme; the sacristan was paid his daily fee 
regularly whether he looked after me or not. 
The lovely chaj>cl, with its painted windows 
and companies of old Florentines, was left for 
me to do what I liked in, all the forenoon ; 
and ]«wrote a complete critical and historical 
account of the frescoes from top to bottom of 
it, seated mostly astride on the desks, till I 
tumbled off backwards one day at the gap 
where the steps went down,, but came to no 
harm, though the fall was really a more 
dangerous one than any I ever had in the 
Alps. The inkbottle was upset over the 
Jiistorical account however, and the closing 
passages a little shortened,—which saved 
some useful time. 

127. When the chic^ bustle in the small 
sacristy, (a mere cupboard or ecclesiastical 
pintry ’ two steps up^out of the transept) was 
overf ^wilh the chapel masses of the met¬ 
ing, I usad to be lit in there to draw the 
Angelico ^Enunciation,—about eleven inches 
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by fourteen as far as I recollect, then ond of 
the chief gems of Florence, seen in thef'littlc 
shrine it was painted for, now carried away 
by republican pillage, and lost in the general 
lumber of the great pillage-reservoir galleries. 
The monks let me sit close to it and work, as 
long as I liked, and went on with their cup- 
rinsings and cope-foldings without minding 
me. If any priest of the higher dignities 
came in, I was careful always to rise reve¬ 
rently, and get his kind look, or bow, or 
perhaps a stray crumb of benediction. When 
I was tired of drawing, I went into the 
Spezieria, and learned what ineftable sweet¬ 
nesses and incenses were in the herbs and 
leaves that had gathered the sunbeams of 
Florence into their life; and bought little 
bundles of bottles, an inch long, and as thict^^^ 
as a moderately sized quill, with Araby the 
blest and a spice island or two inside each. 
Then in the afternoon* a bit of street or gallery 
work, and after dinner, always up either to 
Fesole or San Miniato. In those days, I 
think it never rained but when one yiron'^ied 
it to, (and not always khen); wherever you 
chanced to be, if you got tired, .and had no 
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fri|nc& to bothered with, you lay down on 
the wext bank and went to sleep, to the song 
0$ the cicadas, which, with a great deal of 
m^ing believe, might at last, somehow, be 
thought nice. 

128. I did make one friend in Florence, 
however, for love of Switzerland, Rudolph 
Durheim, a Bernese student, of solid bearish 
gifts and kindly strength. 1 took to him at 
first because of a clearly true drawing he had 
made gf his little blue-eyed twelve-years-old 
simplicity of a goat-herd sister; but found 
him afterwards a most helpful and didactic 
friend. He objected especially to my losing 
time in sentiment or over-hot vaporization, 
and would have had me draw something every 
afternoon, whether it suited my fancy or not. 

N^i^a vaut deja la peine,' said he, stopping on 
the way to the Certosa, under a group of 
hillside cottages; it was my first serious 
lesson in Italian back|;rounds; and if we 
had worked on together, so and so might have 
happened, as so often ^afore-said. But we 
sepafated? to our sorrow then, and hatm, 
afterwards. I went off into higher and vainer 
vaporization at Venice; he went back to 
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Berne, and under the patronage t)f its »ari: to- 
cracy, made his black bread by dull pa*»erait- 
painting to the end of a lost life. 1 saw 
arid remnant of him in his Bernese painting, 
or daubing, room, many a year afterwardSi 
and reproached the heartless Alps, for his 
sake. 

129. Of other companionship in Florence, 
except Couttet’s, 1 had none. I had good 
letters to Mr. Millingen, and of corrse a 
formal one to the British Embassy. I called 
on Mr. Millingen dutifully, but found he knew 
nothing after the fourth century B.C., and had 
as little taste foi- the Liber Studiorum as the 
Abbe Rosini, I waited on the Ambassador, 
and got him to use British influence enough 
to let me into the convent of the Magdalen, 
wherein I have always since greatly praise4r^ 
Perugino's fresco, with a pleasant feeling that 
nobody else could see it I never went near 
the Embassy afterwards, nor the Embassy 
near me, till I sent my P. P. C. card by 
George, when I was gping away, before ten 
in the morning, which caused Lo^d $ 
porter to swear fearfully at George and his 
master both. And it was the lasUtime I ever 

1 
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ha I ^ything to do with Embassies^ except 
throi^h the mediation of pitying friends. 

^here was yet another young draughtsman 
in ^Florence, jvho lessoned me to*purpose—a 
Flinch youth;—his family name Dieudonn^; 
1 knew him by no other. He had trained 
himself to copy Angelico, in pencil tint, 
wrought with the point, as pure as the down 
on a butterfly's wing, and with perfect ex¬ 
pression ; typical engraving in grey, of incon¬ 
ceivable delicacy. I have never seen any¬ 
thing the least approaching it since, but did 
not then enough know its value. Dieudonn^^’s 
prices were necessarily l>eyopd those of the 
water-colour copyists, and he would not 
always work, even when the price was ready 
for him. He went back to France, and was 
effaced in the politeness of Paris, as Rudolph 
in the rudeness of Berne. Hard homes alike, 
their native cities, to them both. 

130. My own work ifi Florence, this time, 
was Aiefly thinking and writing—progres¬ 
sive, but much puzzled, and its Epicurean 
piAiea* a kittle too dependent on enamel gnd 
gilding. A study in the rose-garden of San 
Miniato. and in the cypress avenue of the 
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Porta Romana, remain to me, for memofial^ of 
perhaps the best days of early life. i* 

Coiittet, however, was ill at ease and outfof 
temper in Florence, little tolerant of Italian 
manners and customs; and not satisfied that 
my studies in sacristies and cloisters were 
wise, or vials of myrrh and myrtle essence as 
good for me as the breeze over Alpine rose. 
He solaced himself by making a careful col¬ 
lection of all the Florentine wild-flowcrs for 
me, exquisitely pressed and dried,—iv>w, to 
my sorrow, lost or burned with all other 
herbaria; they fretted me by bulging always 
in the middle, and crumbling, like parcels of 
tea, over my sketches. 

At last the Arno dried up; or, at least, was 
reduced to the size of the Effra at Dulwich, 
with muddy shingle to the shore; and tho^M 
grey ‘pietra serena’ of Fesole was like hot 
iron in the sun, sprinkled with sand. Also, 

1 had pretty well tirbd myself out, and, for 
the present, spent all my pictori^t language;— 
so that we all of us were pleased to trot over 
thei Apennines, and see the gleam bf «^fDftte 
Rosa again from Piacenza and PaVfa. Once 
it was in sight, I went straight •for it, and 
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rei^enjber nothing more till we were well afoot 
in tWIfifVal Anzasca. 

3131. The afternoon rambles to F^sole and 
BeJosguardo^^ besides having often to stand 
for hours together writing notes in church or 
gallery^ had kept me in fair training; and 1 
did the twenty miles up hill from Vogogna 
to Macugnaga without much trouble, but in 
ever hotter indignation all the way at the 
extreme dulness of the Val Anzasca,' * the 
most lyeautiful valley in the Alps'—according 
to modern guide books. But tourists who 
pass their time mostly in looking at black 
rocks through blue spcctacler^ cannot be ex¬ 
pected to know much about a valley;—on the 
other hand, ever since tlie days of Glenfarg 
and Matlock, I have been a stream-tracker 
*>and cliff-hunter, and rank mountains more by 
the beauty of their glens than the height of 
their summits : also, it chanced that our three 
first journeys abroad htfd shown me the un- 
questicfnably grandest defiles of the Alps in 
succession—first the. Via Mala, then the St. 
Gdthbr^, then the tremendous granites of the 
Grimsel; then Rosenlaui and Lauterbrunncn, 
Val d* Aosta and Cormayeiir; then the valley 
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of the Inn and precipices of Innsbructf—(nd 
at last the Ortlerspitze and descent fr^ the 
Stclvio to Como; with the Simplon and de£]e 
of Cluse now as well known as ^Gipsy Hill' at 
Norwood: and the Val Anzasca has no feature 
whatever in any kind to be matched with any 
one of these. It is merely a deep furrow 
through continuous masses of shaly rock, 
blistered by the sun and rough with juniper, 
with scattered chestiiut>trees and pastures 
below. There are no precipices, no /lefiles, 
no distinct summits on either flank; while the 
Monte Rosa, occasionally seen at the ex¬ 
tremity of the ?^alley, is a mere white heap, 
with no more form in it than a haycock after 
a thunder-shower. 

132. Nor was my mind relieved by arrival 
at Macugnaga itself; 1 did not then, nor do 
yet, understand why the village should have 
a name at all, more than any other group of 
half-a-dozen chalets ^in a sheltered dip of 
moorlands. There was a little inn, of’which 
the upper floor was just enough for the land- 
lore’, Couttet, George and me;—oneJe, dtirihg 
a month’s stay, I remember seeing two British 

4 

persons vrith knapsacks at the bottom of the 
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sulrsl who must also have slept in the house^ 
1 stl^^se. My own room was about seven 
feat wide by ten long; one window, two-feet- 
six^square, at^the side, looked straight into the 
green bank at the bottom of the Monte Mono, 
and another at the end, looked into vacant 
sky down the vallej'. A clear dashing stream, 
not ice fed, but mere fountain and rainfall 
from the More, ran past the house just under 
the side window, and was the chief cause of 
my sta^, and consolation of it The group of 
chalets round had no inhabitants, that ever I 
saw :—the little chapel had a bclfrj^ but I 
never remember hearing its* bell, or seeing 
anybody go in or come out of it. I don't 
think even the goats had bells, so quiet the 
place was. The Monte Rosa glacier, a mile 
-higher up, merely choked the valley; it seemed 
to come from nowhere and to be going no¬ 
where ; it had no pinnacles, no waves;* no 
crevasses with action or’method of fracture in 
them; ‘no icefalls at the top, nor arched source 
of stream at the bottom^ the sweep of rock 
abfivft sholWed neither bedding nor buttres^ng 
of the least interest, and gave no impression 
of having any particular top, while yet the 

VOL. II. f N 
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whole circuit of it was, to such poor cliinbfpg 
jx>wers as mine, totally inaccessible, anc^^ven 
unapproachable, but with more trouble thancit 
was worth. i 

133. Thus much I made out the first day 
after arriving, but thought there must be 
something to see somewhere, if 1 looked 
properly about; also, 1 had made solemn 
vows and complex postal arrangjenients for a 
month under Monte Rosa, and I stayed my . 
month accordingly, with variously humiliating 
and disagreeably surprising results. 

The first, namely, that mountain air at this 
height, 4,cxx) ft.» for sleeping level, varying to 
6,000 or 7,000 ft. in the day^s walks, was 
really not good for me, but quickened pulse 
and sickened stomach, and saddened one's 
notions alike of clouds, stones, and pastorale 
life. 


The second, that my Florentine studies had 
not taught me how tb draw clouds or stones 


any better; that the stream under my window 
was no more imitable than the Rhone itself, 

K ^ 


an^ that any single boulder in it \yould^tlike 
all the month, or it might be, six‘'weeks, to 


paint the least to my mind. 
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third, that Alpine geology was in these 
higk/centres of it as yet wholly inscrutable 
t^me. 

he fourth, that 1 was not, as I used to 
sdppose,. born for solitude, like Dr. Zimmer- 
mann, and that the whole south side of Monte 
Rosa did not contain as much real and com¬ 
fortable entertainment for me as the Market 
Street of Croydon. Nor do I believe I could 
have |»tayed out my month at Macugnaga with 
any c<jnsistency, but that I had brought with 
me a pocket volume of Shakesp)eare, and set 
myself for the first time to read, seriously, 
Coriolanus, and Julius Caesac. 

134. I see that in the earlier passages of 
this too dimly explicit narrative, no notice is 
taken of the uses of Shakespeare at Herne 
Hill, other than that he used to lie upon the 
table; nor can 1 the least trace his influence 
on my own mind or work, except as a-part 
of the great reality and infinity of the world 
itself, and its gradually unfolding history and 
lalir. I'd my father, ^nd to Richard Gray, the 
characters of Shakespearian comedy were* all 
familiar personal fri&ds; my mother's refusal 

to txpoSc herself to theatric temptation began 

> 
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in her having fallen in love, for some 
when she was a girl, with Henry the 
the Battle of Agincourt; nor can I remerobfr 
in my own childhood any tinje when t^.ie 
plots of the great plays were unknown to 
me, or—1 write the word now with more 
than surprise — misunderstood I I thought 
and felt about all of them then, just as I 
think and feel now ; no character, small or 
great, has taken a new aspect to mef and 
the attentive reading which began f^st at 
Macugnaga meant only the discovery of a 
more perfect truth, or a deeper passion, in 
the words that i?iad before rung in my ears 
with too little questioned melody. As for 
the full contents of any passage, or any 
scene, I never expected, nor exp)ect, to know 
them, any more than every rock of Skiddaw, 
or flower of Jura. 

135. But by the light of the little window 
at Macugnaga, and by the murmur of the 
stream beneath it, began the course of•k study 
which led me into friiitfii] thought, out of the 
tilMthen passive sensation of merely griisptic 
or naturalist life; and which have* made of 

me — or at least 1 fain would ibelieve the 

s 
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frj^nJ |s who teJl me so — a useful teacher, 
insMd of a vain labourer. 

• From that time forward, nearly all serious 
residing was^doiie while I was abroad; the 
heaviest box in the boot being always full of 
dictionaries; and my Denmark Hill life re¬ 
solved itself into the drudgery of authorship 
and press correction, with infinite waste of 
time in saying the same things over and 
over ^to the people who came to sec our 
Til meg’s. 

In calling my authorship, drudgery, I do not 
mean that writing ever gave me the kind of 
pain of which Carlyle so wiWly complains,— 
to my total amazement and boundless puzzle¬ 
ment, be it in passing said ; for he talked just 
as vigorously as he wrote, and the book he 
makes bitterest moan over, Friedrich, bears 
the outer aspect of richly enjoyed gossip, and 
lovingly involuntary eloquence of description 
or praise. My own literary work, on the 

contrsfry, was always done as quietly and 

• • 

methodically as a piece jof tapestry. I knew 
esSaftl^ \ 9 hat I had got to say, put the w&rds 
firmly in* their places like so many stitches, 
hemmed the edges of chapters round with 
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what seemed to me graceful tlouffsH&s, 

touched them finally with my cunnmgest 

points of colour, and read the work to papa 

and mamma at breakfast next tpoming, a/S a 

« 

girl shows her sampler. 

136. ' Drudgery' may be a hard word for 
this often complacent, and entirely painless 
occupation; still, the best that could be said 
for it, was that it gave me no serious trouble; 
and 1 should think the pleasure of drivhig, to 
a good coachman, of ploughing, to a good 
farmer, much more of dressmaking, to an 
inventive and benevolent modiste, must be 
greatly more piquant than the most proudly 
ardent hours of book-writing have ever been 
to me, or as far as my memory ranges, to 
any conscientious author of merely average 
power. How great work is done, under 
what burden of sorrow, or with what ex¬ 
pense of life, has not been told hitherto, 
nor is likely to be the best of late time 
has been done recklessly or contempt,ilously. 
Byron would burn ,a canto if a friend dis« 
likdtl it, and Scott spoil a story to*plcaW a 
bookseller. 

t 

As I have come on the extrelnely minor 
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qfesuon of my own work,* I may once for 
allwmplete all necessary account of it by 
confession of my evermore childish delight 
in^ beginnin|| a drawing; and usually acute 
misery in trying to finish one. People some¬ 
times praise me as industrious, when they 
count the number of printed volumes which 
Mr. Allen can now advertise. But the bio¬ 
graphy of the waste pencilling and passion- 
atel3%forsaken colouring, heaped in the dusty 
corncjfs of Brantwood, if I could write it, 
would be far more pathetically exemplary or 
admonitory. 

137. And as I transpose myself back 
through the forty years of desultory, yet 
careful) reading, which began in my mossy 
cell of Macugnaga, it becomes a yet more 
pertinent question to me how much life has 
been also wasted in that manner, and what 
was not wasted, extremely weakened and 
saddened. Very certainly, Coriolanus and 
Julius Csesar did not in the least cheer or 
strengthen my he^rt in its Monte-Rosean 

• •. * * • 

* of work, I%nean. How I learned the things 

I taught js the major, and properly, only question regarded 
ta this history. 
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solitude; and as 1 try to follow the dbie^f 
Shakespearian power over nje since, I ciiAnot 
feci that it has been anywise wholesome 
me to have the world represented as a plgce 
where, for that best sort of people, everything 
always goes wrong; or to have niy con¬ 
ceptions of that best sort of people so much 
confused by images of the worst. To have 
kinghood represented, in the Shakespearian 
cycle, by Richards II. and III. instead ,of I., 
by Henrys IV. and VIII. instead of II.; by 
King John, finished into all truths of baseness 
and grief, while Henry V. is only a king of 
fairy tale; or in.jthe realm of imagination, by 
the folly of Lear, the cruelty of Lcontes, the 
furious and foul guilt of MacLeth and the 
Dane. Why must the persons of lago and 
lachimo, of Tybalt and Edmund, of IsabeFs 
brother and Helena's lord, pollute, or wither 
with their shadows, every happy scene in 
the loveliest plays; and they, the loveliest, 
be all mixed and encumbered with languid 
and common work, — to one's best hopfc 
spusious, certainly, so far as original «id'e 
and disgraceful ?—and all* so inextricably and 
mysteriously that the writer him^lf' is not 
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orjny ijiiKnuwable, but inconceivable; and his 
wismm so useless, that at this time of being 
Ijfd spenking, among active and purposeful 
£i|glishmen, know not one who shows a* 
trace of ever having felt a passion of Shake¬ 
speare’s, or learnt a lesson from him. 

Any waVj for good or sorrow, my student’s 
life, instead of mere instinct of rhythmic 
mimicry, began thus, not till I was six-and- 
twen^. It is so inconvenient to be always a 
year jjehiiid the Christian date, (and I am 
really so young of my age!) that I am going 
to suppose the reader’s permission to be only 
a quarter of a century old at »Macugnaga, and 
to count my years henceforward by the stars 
instead of the clock. 

138. The month of Rome and Monte Rosa 
was at least, compared with the days at 
Florence, a time of rest; and when I got 
down to Domo d’Ossola again, I was fresh for 
the expedition in seardi of Turner’s subject 
at Daxio Grande. 

With Couttet anc^ George, and a baggage 
mule, JL nvalked up the Val Formazza, %nd 
across to* Airolo; Couttet on this walk first 
formulating^ the general principle, * Pour que 
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George aille bien, ii faut lui donner k n^nf^er 
souvent; ct beaucoup k la fois.* 1 
objection whatever to this arrangement, HR 
was only sorry my Chamouni ty.tor could /lot 
give the same good report of me. But bn 
anything like a hard day’s walk, the miles 
after lunch always seemed to me to become 
German instead of geographical. And al¬ 
though I much enjoyed the Val Formazza all 
the way up, Airolo next day was founds to be 
farther off than it appeared on the m^p, and 
on the third morning I ordered a post-chaise, 
and gave up my long-cherished idea of making 
the pedestrian trur of Europe. 

139. The work done at Faido and Dazio 

Grande is told and illustrated in the fourth 

volume of * Modern Painters ; ’ it was a litdc 

% 

shortened by a letter from J. D. Harding, 
asking if 1 would like him to join me at any 
place I might have chosen for autumn sketch¬ 
ing. Very gratefully, 4 sent word that I would 
wait for him at Baveno; where, accordingly, 

* f 

towards the close of August, we made fraternal 
ari^ngements for an Elysian fortnight'|i float¬ 
ing round Isola Bella, i'here was a spacious 
half of seat vacant in my little hooded carriage, 
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room for Harding’s folios with 
: so we trotted from Bavcno to Arona, 
from Arona to Como, and from Como to 
B|rgamo, and Bergamo to Brescia, and Brescia 
to Verona, and took up our abode in the 'Two 
Towers ’ for as long as we chose. 

I do not remember finding in any artistic 
biography the history of a happier epoch than 
it was to us both. I am bold to speak for 
Harding as for myself. Generally, the rest- 
lessnijss of ambition, or the strain of effort, or 
anxiety about money matters, taint or disturb 
the peace of a painter’s travels: but Harding 
did not wish, or perhaps thiink it possible, to 
do better than, to his own mind, he always 
did; while I had no hope of becoming a 
second Turner, and no thoughts of becoming 
a thirtieth Academician. Harding was sure 
of regular sale for his summer’s work, and 
under no difficulty in dividing the hotel bills 
wi*.h me: we both enjbyed the same scenes, 

though in different ways, which gave us sub- 

• • 

jects of surprising but not antagonistic talk: 




the •feather was perfect, the roads smdoth, 
and the Snns luxurious. 
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than that, though truly Rouen, Genevan ana 
Pisa have been the centres of thought* Imd 
teaching to me, Verona has given the colo^P 
ing to all they taught. She J^as virtu^^ly 
represented the fate and the beauty of Italy 
to me; and whatever concerning Italy I have 
felt, or been able with any charm or force to 
say, has been dealt with more deeply, and said 
more earnestly, for her sake. 

It was only for Harding's sake that It went 
on to Venice, that year; and, for th^^ first’ 
week there, neither of us thought of anything 
but the market and fishing boats, and effects 
of light on the rity and the sea; till, in the 
spare hour of one sunny but luckless day, the 
fancy took us to look into the Scuola di San 
Rocco. Hitherto, in hesitating conjectures 
of what might have been, I have scarcely 
ventured to wish, gravely, that it had been. 
But, very earnestly, I should have bid myself 
that day keep out of l^e School of St. Roch, 

had I known what was to come of my knock- 

* « 

ing at its door But foi; that porter's open¬ 
ing,* I should (so far as one can ever^ knew 
what they should) have written, The Stones 
of Chamouni, instead of The »Stones of 
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\ 4 n^; and the Laws of Fdsole, in the full 
codM of tlieni, before beginning to teach in 
l|kford: and I should have brought out in 
fu^l distinctness and use wliat faculty I had of 
drawing the human face and form with true 
expression of their higher beauty. 

But Tintoret swept me away at once into 
the * mare maggiore' of the .schools of paint¬ 
ing which crowned the power and perished in 
the fiall of Venice; so forcing me into the 
study^of the history of Venice lierself; and 
through that into what else I have traced 
or told of the laws of national strength and 
virtue. I am happy in having done this so 
that the truth of it must stand; but it was 
not my own proper work; and even the .sea¬ 
born strength of Venetian painting was be¬ 
yond my granted fields of fruitful exertion. 

Its continuity and felicity became thence* 

• 

forward impossible, and the measure of my 
immediate success irrexS^cably shortened. 

1414 Strangely, at the same moment, an- 
oftier adversity first* made itself felt to me,— 
oii\fhich*the fatality has been great to nT^ny 
and many besides myself. 

It must Jiave been during my last days at 



2o6 


PltSTERlTA. 


Oxford that Mr. Liddell, the present Dc^iniof 
Christ Church, told me of the original experi¬ 
ments of Daguerre. My Parisian frien^ 
obtained for me the best examples of J;tis 
results; and the plates sent to me in Oxfo^ 
were certainly the first examples of the sun's 
drawing that were ever seen in Oxford, and, 
1 believe, the first sent to England. 

Wholly careless at that time of finished 
detail, 1 saw nothing in the Daguerr^type 
to help, or alarm me; and inquired no^ more 
concerning it, until now at Venice I found 
a French artist producing exquisitely bright 
small plates, (about four inches square,) 
which contained, under a lens, the Grand 
Canal or St. Mark's Place as if a magician 
had reduced the reality to be carried away 
into an enchanted land. The little gems of 
picture cost a napoleon each; but with two 
hundred francs I bought the Grand Canal 
from the Salute to the Rialto; and packed 
it away in thoughtless triumph. * 

142. 1 had no time then to think of the new 
power, or its meanings; my days were cvewr- 
vreighted already. Every morning, at six by 
the Piazza clock, we were moored, Harding 
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anil ^ among the boats in the fruit*niarket; 
theiA,Rafter eight o’clock breakfast, he went on 
h^ own quest of full subjects, and 1 to the 
Scyola di San Rocco, or wherever else in 
Venice there were Tintorets. In the after¬ 
noon, we lashed our gondola to the stern of 
a hshing-boat, sailing, as the wind served, 
within or outside the Lido, and sketching the 
boat'and her sails in their varied action,—or 
Venice, as she shone far away beyond her 
island|. Back to Danieli’s for six o’clock 
table d’hote; where, after we had got a bit 
of hsh and fillet of anything, the September 
days were yet long enough for a sunset 
walk. 

143. A much regarded friend, Mr. Boxall, 
R.A., came on to Venice at this time, after 
finishing at Milan the beautiful drawing from 
Leonardo’s Christ, which was afterwards ten- 

I 

derly, though inadequately, engraved. Mrs. 
Jameson was staying •also at Danieli’s, to 

complete her notes on Venetian legends: and 

• * 

in the evening walk we were usually to- 
geth^r^ the four of us; Boxall, Harding, ^nd 
I extremely embarrassing Mrs. Jameson by 
looking at everything from our pertinaciously 
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separate corners of an equilateral triangle. 
Mrs. Jameson was absolutely without klR>w- 
ledge or instinct of painting; and had ro 
sharpness of insight for anything else; J>ut 
she was candid and industrious, with a pleasant 
disposition to make the best of all she saw, 
and to say, compliantly, that a picture was 
good, if anybody had ever said so before. Her 
peace of mind was restored in a little while, 
by observing that the three of us, however 
separate in our reasons for liking a picture, 
always fastened on the same pictures to like; 
and that she was safe, therefore, in sa3dng 
that, for whatever other reason might be 
assigned, other people should like them 
also. 

1 got some most refined and right teaching 
from Mr. Boxall; of which I remember as 
chiefly vital, his swift correction of my mis¬ 
given Wordsworth’s line— 

* So be it when 1 sliall grow old,* 

as— 

‘ So shall it hr when I grow old.* 

I read Wordsworth with better care and profit 
■ 

ever afterwards; but there was this much of 
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rdas^n for that particular mistake, that 1 was 
pefttctly confident in my own heart’s love of 
rainbows to the end, and felt no occasion to 
wi^h for wh^ I was so sure would be. 

144. But Mr. Boxall’s time, and Harding’s, 
were at end before I had counted and de¬ 
scribed all the Tintorets in Venice, and they 
left me at that task, besides trying to copy 
the Adoration of the Magi on four sheets of 
browti paper. Things had gone fairly well 
as long as Harding took me out to sea every 
afternoon; but now, left to myself, trying to 
paint the Madonna and Magi in the morning, 
and peering all the rest of fhe day into the 
shadowy comers of chapel and sacristy and 
palace-corridor, beside every naiTow street 
that was paved with waves, my strength 
began to fail fast. Couttet got anxious, and 
looked more gravely every morning int^o my 
eyes. ‘Q’a ne va pas bien,’ said he. 'Vous 
ne le sentirez pas k present, mais vous le 
sentir&z apr^s.* I finished my list, how¬ 
ever, pasted my brown paper into some rude 
liltedefs *of the picture,—and packed up 
colours aftd note-books finally for a rapid run 

home; when, ^ so often happens in the first 
• VOL. XL o 
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cessation of an overstrain, the day "after 
leaving Venice I was stopped at Padua^y a 
sharp fit of nervous fever. 

145. I call it 'nervous/ not knowing wl^at 
else to call it,—for there was no malarian 
taint or other malignity in it, but only quick 
pulse, and depress, d spirit, and the nameless 
ailing of overwearied flesh. Couttet put me 
to bed instantly, and went out to buy some 
herb medicines, — which Paduan physicians 
are wise enough yet to keep,—and maie me 
some tisane, and bade me be patient, and all 
would be well. And, indeed, next day I was 
up, in armchair ;''but not allowed to stir out of 
the extremely small back room of the old inn, 
which commanded view only of a few deep 
furrowed tiles and a littlq sky. I sent out 
George to sec if he could find some scrap 
of picture to hang on the blank wall; and he 
brought me a seven-inch-square bit of fifteenth 
century tempera, a nameless saint with a 
scarlet cloak and an embossed nimbus, who 
much comforted me* 

I was able to travel in a day or twD ; but 
the mental depression, with some weakness 
of limb, remained, all across Lolnbardy, as 
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fat Vogogna, where a frosty morning 
gliftired on the distant Simplon; and though 
Ifcould not walk up the pass of Gondo, there 
w^ no mor^ sadness in me, afterwards, than 
1 suffered always in leaving either Italy or 
the Alps. 

146. Which, however, in its own kind, 
became acute again a day or two afterwards, 
when I stopped on a cloudless afternoon 
at Nyon, where the road branches away 
for I^ris. I had to say good-bye to Mont 
Blanc — there visible in his full cone, 
through the last gap given by the Chablais 
mountains as they rise eastward along the 
lake-shore. 

Six months before, 1 had rhymed to his 
snows in such hope and delight, and assur¬ 
ance of doing everything I wanted, this year 
at last; and now, I had only discovered wants 
that any number of years could not satisfy; 
and weaknesses, which* no ardour of effort or 
patieifbe of practice could overcome. 

Thus, for the firsW time, measuring some of 
th^ bu^ei^ bastions of the unconquerable wdrld, 
I opened*my English letters; which told me 
that my eldest Croydon cousin, John, in 
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whose prosperity and upward rounding *of 
fortune's wheel all of us had been confitjbntp 
was dead in Australia. f 

So much stronger than I, and 90 much mjj'rc 

. 1 

dutiful, working for his people in the little 
valley of Wandel, out in the great opposite 
desolate country; and now the dust of it laid 
on him, as on his brother the beach-sand on 
this side the sea. There was no grief, for me, 
in his loss, so little had 1 known, and lei«s re¬ 
membered, him; but much awe, and winder, 
when all the best and kindest of us were thus 
struck down, what my own selfish life was to 
come to, or end in. 

147. With these thoughts and fears fasten¬ 
ing on me, as I lost sight first of Mont Blanc, 
and then of the lines of Jura, and saw the 
level road with its aisle of poplars in per¬ 
spective vista of the five days between Dijon 
and Calais, the fever returned slightly, with a 
curious tingling, and yet partly, it seemed to 
me, deadness of sensation, in the throat,, which 

r 

would not move, for better nor worse, through 
the long days, and mostly wakeful nig]^ti». I 
do not know if diphtheria had been, in those 
epochs, known or talked of; l^ut I extremely 
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di^li^ed this feeling in the throat; and passed 
froftf dislike into sorrowful alarm, (having no 
Cputtet now to give me tisane,) and wonder 
if J should jver get home to Denmark Hill 
again. 

Although the poetical states of religious 
feeling taught me by George Herbert's 
rhymes, and the reading of formal petition, 
whether in psalter or litany, at morning and 
evening and on Sunday forenoon, were sincere 
enougji in their fanciful or formal ways, no 
occasion of life had yet put me to any serious 
trial of direct prayer. I never knew of 
Jessie's or my aunt’s sicknesses, or now of my 
cousin John’s, until too late for prayer; in our 
own household there had been no instantly 
dangerous illness since my own in 1835 ; and 
during the long threatening of 1841 I was 
throughout more sullen and rebellious^ than 
frightened. But now, between the Campo 
Santo and Santa Marift Novella, 1 had been 

brought into some knowledge of the rela- 

^ • 

dons that might truly ^exist between God 
and •His* creatures ; and thinking what'my 
father and mother would feel if 1 did not 
get home •to ^ them through those poplar 
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avenues, I fell gradually into the tefipfer, 
and more or less tacit offering, of Very 
real prayer. ) 

Which lasted patiently throi^h two Ig^ng 
days, and what I knew of the nights, on the 
road home. On the third day, as I was about 
coming in sight of Paris, what people who are 
in the habit of praying know as the conscious¬ 
ness of answer, came to me ; and a certainty 
that the illness, which had all this white in¬ 
creased, if anything, would be taken aw^y. 

Certainty in mind, which remained un¬ 
shaken, through unabated discomfort of body, 
for another night and day, and then the evil 
symptoms vanished in an hour or two, on the 
road beyond Paris; and I found myself in the 
inn at Beauvais entirely well, with a thrill of 
conscious happiness altogether new to me. 

148. Which, if 1 had been able to keep!- 

Another * had been * this, the gravest of all I 
lost; the last with which I shall trouble the 
reader. 

That happy sense of direct relation with 
Heaven is known evidently to multiti^des 'of 
human souls of all faiths, and in all lands; 
evidently often a dream,—demonstrably, as 
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»1 tojceive, often a reality; in all cases, 
depStident on resolution, patience, self-denial, 
prudence, obedience; of which some pure 
he^s are enable without effort, and sortie 
by constancy. Whether I was capable of 
holding it or not, I cannot tell; but little by 
little, and for little, yet it seemed invincible, 
causes, it passed away from me. I had 
scarcely reached home in safety before I had 
sunk i)ack into the faintness and darkness of 
the Uyder-World. 



CHAPTER VIIl/ 

THE STATE OF DENMARK. 

149. The house on Denmark Hill, where 

m 

my father and mother, in the shortening days 
of 1845, thankfully received back their trjyiant, 
has been associated, by dated notepaper^ with 
a quarter of a century of my English life; and 
was indeed to my parents a peaceful, yet 
cheerful, and pleasantly, in its suburban 
manner, dignified, abode of their declining 
years. For my father had no possibilities of 
real retirement in him; his business was the 
necessary pride and fixed habit of his soul: 
his ambition, and what instinct of accumula¬ 
tive gain the mercantile life inevitably begets, 
were for me only; bfit involved the fixed 
desire to see me moving in the western li^t 
of London, among its acknowledged literary 
ordeis of merit; and were totally* inGoqr 
sistent with the thought,' faintly and inter- 
mittingly liaunting my mother an^ me, that 

ai6 • 
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^ a roi^-covered cottage in the dells of Matlock 
or the vale of Keswick, might be nearer the 
hlavenly world, for us, than all the majesty 
oftDenmark ftHill, connected though it was, 
by the Vauxhall Road and convenient omni¬ 
buses, with St. James’s Street and Cavendish 
Square. 

But the house itself had every good in-it, 
except nearness to a stream, that could with 
any reason be coveted by modest mortals. It 
stood •in command of seven acres of healthy 
ground (a patch of local gravel there over¬ 
lying the London clay); half of it in meadow 
sloping to the sunrise, the* rest prudently 
and pleasantly divided into an upper and lower 
kitchen garden; a fruitful bit of orchard, and 
chance inlets and outlets of wood walk, open¬ 
ing to the sunny path by the field, which was 
gladdened on its other side in springtime by 
Hushes of almond and double peach blossom. 
Scarce all the hyacintlis and heath of Brant- 
w^d qedeem the loss of these to me, and when 
the summer winds have .wrecked the wreaths 
of*our%wfld roses, I^am apt to think sorrow¬ 
fully o^ {he tradings and climbings of deep 
purple convolvulus which bloomed full every 
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autumn morning round the trunks of ihe * 
apple trees in the kitchen garden. * 

150. Tlie house itself had no specially, 
either of comfort or inconveniegee, to endear 
it; the breakfast-room, opening on the lawn 
and farther field, was extremely pretty when 
its walls were mostly covered with lakes by 
Turner * and doves by Hunt; the dining and 
drawing-rooms were spacious enough for our 
grandest receptions,—never more than t^velve 
at dinner, with perhaps Henry Watson and 
his sisters in the evening,—and had deco¬ 
ration enough in our Northcote portraits, 
Turner’s Slave-ship, and, in later years, his 
Rialto, with our John Lewis, two Copley 
Fieldings, and every now and then a new 
Turner drawing. My own work-room, above 
the breakfast-room, was only distinct, as being 
such, in its large oblong table, occupying so 
much of the—say fifteen by five and twenty— 

• Namely, Derwentwater ; Lake Lucerne, with tht' Righi, 
at sunset; the Bay of Uri, with the Rothsiock, from aboVe 
Brunnen; Lucerne itself, reen from the lake; the upper 
reach^^f the lake, seen from Lucerne; and the opening ^ file 
Lake of Constance, from Constande. Goldau, &. Gothard, 
Schaffhausen, Coblentz, and Llanthony, raised tlv total of 
matchless Turner drawings in this room {o eleVen. 
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available space within bookcases, that 
( 4 ie*rest of the floor virtually was only a 
psj^sage round it. I always wrote on the flat 
ofrfhe table,—a bad habit, enforced partly 
by the frequent need of laying drawings or 
books for reference beside me. Two windows, 
forming the sides of a bow blank in the middle, 
gave me, though rather awkwardly crossed, all 
the light 1 needed: partly through laziness and 
make«6hiftiness, partly in respect for external 
symmetry,—for the house had really some¬ 
thing of an architectural air at the back,—I 
n^ver opened the midmost blank wall, though 
it considerably fretted me: the single window 
of my bed-room above, looking straight south¬ 
east, gave, through the first ten or twelve 
winters at Denmark Hill, command of the 
morning clouds, inestimable for its aid in 
all healthy thought. Papa and mamma took 
possession of the quiet western rooms, which 
looked merely into the "branches of the cedar 
on thef front lawn. 

• * .... 
l$i. In such stateliness of civic domicile, 

tht Industry of midlife now began for me, 

little disturbed by the murmur of London 

beyond ih 9 br^ges, and in no wise by any 
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enlargement of neighbourly circle on th^ Hill ^ 
itself; one family alone excepted, whose 
tion has not failed me from then till nowj^ 
having begun in earlier times, ^out of wUch 
1 must yet gather a gleam or two of the 
tremulous memory. 

In speaking of Mr. Dale’s school, I named 
only my younger companions there; of whom 
Willoughby had gone to Cambridge, and was 
by this time beyond my ken; but Edward 
Matson sometimes came yet to dine with us 
at Denmark Hill, and sometimes carried me 
down to Woolwich, to spend a day amidst its 
military displa}^ and arts, with his father, 
and mother, and two sweet younger sisters. 
Where 1 saw, in Major Matson, such calm 
type of truth, gentleness, and simplicity, as 1 
have myself found in soldiers or sailors only; 
and so admirable to me that 1 have never 
been able, since those Woolwich times, to 
gather myself up against the national guilt of 
war, seeing that such men were made by the 

o 

discipline of it. ^ 

But at Mr. Dale’s were also two .isdhibr 

I. 

pupils, little known to me except, Hdnry Dart 
by his large hazel eyes, and E^muhd Oldheld 
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b/hjs already almost middle-aged aspect of 
jlcrtne sagacity. When I went to Oxford, I 
fcjind Dart at Exeter College, where we estab- 
lis||ed poetic:^ friendship, and contended in all 
honour for the Newdigate, reading our best 
passages to each other, for improving censure. 
Dart, very deservedly, won it that year, and 
gave promise of generous distinction after¬ 
wards; but the hazel eyes were too bright, 
and closed, in a year or two, to this world’s 
ambitjpn. 

152. I do not know how it chanced that the 
art impulse which animated Edmund Oldfield’s 
grave sagacity did not manifest itself to me till 
much later. He was the elder brother of a 
large group of clever lads and lasses, amiable 
in the extreme, yet in a slightly severe and 
evangelical manner; whose father was in 
some tangible relation to mine as one of the 
leading men of business on the Hill; their 
mother known to us sight only, as a refined 
and ^ill beautiful woman,—evangelical ivith- 
cut severity; both .of them occupying, with 
sifclf jf* their children as were that Vay 
minded, ^he pew iSefore us in Mr. Burnet’s 
chapel, wlierc|t sometimes in my younger 
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days we went to hear a gloomier divinity tllan^ 
that of my beloved and Anacreontic Ddctdf 
Andrews. ) 

153. We might never have lyjown mori? of 
them, unless, among the sacred enthusiasms 
of Camberwell parish, the fancy had arisen to 
put a painted window into the east end of the 
pretty church, just built for it by Mr. Gilbert 
Scott. Edmund Oldfield, already advanced 
far beyond me in Gothic art scholarship, was 
prime mover in the matter, but such rumour' 
as existed in the village of my interest in 
architecture Justified him in expecting some 
help from me.* I had already quite fixed 
notions of what the colour of glass should be, 
and in these Edmund concurred. The tracery 
of the east window seemed to us convertible 
into no dishonouring likeness of something at 
Rheims or Chartres. Hitherto unconscious 
of my inability to compose in colour, I offered 
to design the entire v^indow head; and did, 
after some headstrong toil, actually fill the re¬ 
quired spaces with a mosaic presenting an 
ortliodox cycle of subjects in purple alld 
scarlet, round a more luminous tent re of 
figures adapted from Michael Angdo. Partly 
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kin f)onteness, partly in curiosity, the committee 
dh fhe window did verily authorize Edmund 
OMiield and me to execute this design; and 
1 paving foi^tunately the sense to admit 
Edmund's representations that the style of 
Michael Angelo was not exactly adapted to 
thirteenth century practice, in construction of 
a vitrail, the central light was arranged by 
him on more modest lines; and the result 
proved on the whole satisfactory to the 
congregation, who thereupon desired that the 
five vertical lights might be filled in the same 
manner. I had felt, however, through the 
changes made on my Miclmel Angelesque 
cinquefoil, that Mr. Oldfield's knowledge of 
Gothic style, and gift in placing colour, were 
altogether beyond mine; and prayed him to 
carry out the rest of the window by himself. 
Which he did with perfect success, attaining a 
delicate brilliancy purer than anything I had 
before seen in modern glass. 

154*^1 should have been more crushed by 
th^is result, had IjioUbcen already in the habit 
of»f)&eling worsted in everything I trie^ of 
original ^ork; while since 1842, I was more 
and more «ur^ of my faculty of seeing the 
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beauty and meaning of the work of other-" 
minds. At this time, 1 might assuredly liaVe 
been led by Edmund Oldfield into a study 
of all the painted glass in England, if only 
Edmund had been a little more happy in his 
own power: but I suppose his immediate 
success was too easy to divert him from the 
courses of study which aftcrivards gave him 
his high position in the British Museum, not 
enough recognized by the public, and, I believe, 
farther obscured by the ill humour or .temper 
of Mr. Panizzi. If only—I may still some¬ 
times indulge in a ' might have been,* for my 
friends—he had kept to Gothic foils and their 
glass, my belief is that Edmund Oldfield could 
have done for England great part of what 
Viollet Ic Due did for France, with the same 
earnestness, and with thrice the sensibility. 
But the sensibility taking in him the form of 
reserve, and the restless French energy being 
absent, he diffused himself in serene scholar¬ 
ship till too late, and retired from the coUisions 
and intrigues of the Museum^too early. * 
Our temporary alliance among the. traceries 
of Camberwell had for immediate consequence 
to me, an introduction to hi^ family, whidi 
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»b!f»k| the monastic laws of Denmark Hill to 
Ihe* extent of tempting me to a Christmas 
rejel or two with his pretty sisters; whereat 
I jj^led in mj^part in every game, and whence 
I retired in a sackcloth of humiliation, of 
which the tissue had at once the weight of a 
wet blanket, and the sting of horsehair, 

155. I have only once named, among my 
.Christ Church companions, Charles Newton. 
He wms considerably my senior, besides being 
a rightly bred scholar, who knew his grammar 
and his quantities; and, while yet an under¬ 
graduate, was doing accurately useful work 
in the Architectural Society. •Without rudely 
depreciating my Proutesque manner of draw¬ 
ing, he represented to me that it did not meet 
all the antiquarian purposes of that body; 
and, always under protest, 1 drew a Norman 
door for Newton, (as the granite veins of 
Trewavas Head for Dr. Buckland,) with dis¬ 
tinct endeavour to giv# the substantial facts 

in eacb, apparent to the vulgar mind. And 

• • 

if only—once more pardon, good reader, but 
this Is^rc&lly an 'if' that I cannot resist—if 
only Newfbn had learnt Irish instead of Greek, 
Scotch instead gf Egyptian, and preferred, for 

, VOL. ^ II. p 
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light reading, the study of the Venerably Bfcde*' 

to that of Victor Hugo,-well, the Bntidh 

Museum might have been still habitable; i[he 
effigy, as the bones, of Mausolps would h^ve 
rested in peace; and the British public known 
more than any Idylls of kings have yet told 
them, of personages such as Arthur, Alfred, 
and Charlemagne. • 

156. There remained yet some possibilities, 
even after Charles Newton became Attic and 
diplomatic, of some heroic attachment between 
us, in the manner of Theseus and Pirithous. 
In fact, for some years after my Camberwell 
window and Campo Santo entanglements, 
Theseus retained, 1 believe, some hope of 
delivering me from those Lethean chains ; nor 
until so late as the year 1850,* when, as we 
crossed the Great St. Bernard together, 
Charles spoke heresies against the Valley of 
Chamouni, remarking, with respect to its 
glacial moraines, thl)t ‘ he thought more 
housemaids were wanted in that establish- 
ment,’ and on the other hand, 1 expressed my- 
sell* respecting the virtues of diplomkti,^ts') dkid 

i' 

[ * It was 1851. See Letters^ 
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► thfe *^06 of the opinions of the British Peerage 
4 n ?\.rt and Science, in a manner which caused 
Newton to observe (not without foundation) 
that ‘ there w^s the making of Robespierre in 
me/—^not till then, I repeat, did it become 
clear to either of us that the decisions of 
Minos were irrevocable. 

We yet examined the castle of Verrex to¬ 
gether, as once the aisles of Dorchester; and 
compared in peace, at Milan, the Corinthian 
graces* of St. Lorenzo with the Lombardic 
monsters of St. Ambrogio. Early the next 
morning Newton left me, in the Albergo 
Reale, not without inner tear^ on both sides, 
and went eastward, I know not where. Ever 
since, we have been to each other, he as 
the Heathen, and 1 as the Publican, both 
of us finding it alike impossible to hear the 
Church. 

157. The transition to Denmark Hill had, 
however, in the first priSe of it, an advantage 
also in*jg;iving our family Puritanism, promo¬ 
tion to a distinguished pew in Camden Ch^^l, 
quke*n(a]P the pulpit Henry Melvill, after¬ 
wards Pnhcipal of Haileybury, was the only 
preacher I •eves knew whose sermons were 
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at once sincere, orthodox, and oratorical *on^ 
Ciceronian principles* He wrote them Irofti 
end to end with polished art, and read tl^m 
admirably, in his own manner; by wWch, 
though the congregation affectionately ex¬ 
pected it, they were always deeply impressed. 
He arranged his sermon under four or five 
heads, and brought each in its turn to a 
vigorously pointed climax, delivering the last 
words of each paragraph with two oi® thr^c 
energetic nods of his head, as if he were 
hammering that much of the subject into the 
pulpit cushion with a round-headed mallet.* 
Then all the Congregation wiped their eyes, 

* The hackneyed couplet of Hudibras respecting clerical 
use of the fist on the pulpit cushion is scarcely understood by 
modem readers, l>ecause of the burlesqued rhythm leaning 
falsely on the vowel:— 

‘ The pulpit, drum ecclesiastic, 

Is beat with fist instead of a stick,* 

« 

The couplet, like most of the poem, has been kept in 
memory more by the humour of its manner than t|;ie truth d 
its wit I should like myself to expand it into— ^ 

« 

The pulpit, drum ecclesiastic, 

Keeps time to truth politely plastic. 

And wakes the Dead, and lulls the^Quitk, 

As with a deathVhead on a stick. 
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kblcnv their noses, coughed the coughs they 
l^d* choked over for the last quarter of an 
hc^ar, and settled themselves to the more de¬ 
voted acceptance of the next section. 

158. It is the habit of many good men—as 
• it was confessedly, for instance, that of the 
infant, Samuel, Wilbcrforce, Bishop of Oxford 
—not to allow themselves to doubt or question 
any part of Bible teaching. Henry Melvill, 
being«of the same Episcopal school, and duti¬ 
fully forbidding himself any dangerous fields 
of enquiry, explained with accuracy all that 
was explicable in his text, and argued the 
inexplicable into the plausiblen with great zeal 


Or, in the longer rhythm of my old diary— 

Who, despots of the ecclesiastic drum, 

Roll the rogues’ mufHed march, to the rogues’ * kingdom 
come.’— 


For indeed, since I wrote the paragraph about the palpit of 
Torcello, in ‘The Stones of Venice,’ Vol. II., Chap. II., it 
has become hourly more manifest to me how far the false 
cloqueifte of the pulpit—whether Kettledrummle’s at Drum- 
cl»g, with whom it is, in Gibbon’s scornful terms, ‘ the safe 
and sacred organ of set^tion,’ or the apology of^hired 
prtadhers fdir the abuses of their day--has excited the most 
dangerous passions of Cfte sects, while it quenclicd the 
"refiner’s §re and betrayed the reproving power of the 
gospel * • 
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and feeling;—always thoroughly convincing-r- 
himself before he attempted to convince 
congregation. V 

(It may be noted in passing that Dean 
Stanley, on the other hand, used his plausi¬ 
bility to convince his congregation without 
convincing himself, or committing himself to 
anything in particular; while Frederic Maurice 
secured his audiences’ religious comfort, by 
turning their too thorny convictions the mother 
side up, like railroad cushions.) ^ 

For the rest, Mr, Melvill was entirely 
amiable in the Church visitant, though not 

k 

formidable in the Church militant. There 
were not many poor in the district to be 
visited; but he became at once a kindly and 
esteemed friend to us, as, for the present, 
serenely feeding lambs of his flock; and I 
shall always remember gratefully the un« 
offended smile with which one day, when he 
had called late, and 1 became restless during 
his conversation because my dinner was ready, 
he broke off his talk, and S£iid, ^ Go to yoilr 

dinntr.’ < 

0 

1 was greatly ashamed 6f myself fcr having 
been so rude; but went to my. diflncr,— 
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attended better to Mr. Melvill’s preaching ever 
Hft^mards,—and owe to him all sorts of good 
hdp in close analysis, but especially, my habit 
of |ilways looking, in every quotation from the 
Bible, what goes before it and after.* 

159. But to these particulars I must return 
by-and-bye; for my business in this chapter 
only to give account of the materials and 
mental resources with which, in my new study 
at Denmark Hill, looking out on the meadow 
and yie two cows, I settled myself, in the 
winter of 1845, to write, as my father now 
justly expected me to do without farther ex¬ 
cuse, the second volume of * Modern Painters.’ 

It is extremely difficult to define, much more 
to explain, the religious temper in which I 
#designed that second volume. Whatever I 
know or feel, now, of the justice of God, the 
nobleness of man, and the beauty of nature, 
I knew and felt then, nor less strdngly; 
but these firm faiths* were confused by the 

contiflual discovery, day by day, of error or 

• • 

* I have never forgotten his .noble sermon, one on 
tllb ftllv reading ' Eye hath not seen the things God has 
prepared fv them that iBve Hinu* without going on to the 
end of tke verse, ^but He hath revealed them unto us by 
His Spirit’ * % 
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limitation in the doctrines I had been taugbtr 
and follies or inconsistencies in their teacfidfly 
while for myselfi it seemed to me quite sufe, 
since my downfall of heart on last leaving 
France, that 1 had no part nor lot in the 
service or privileges of the saints; but, on 
the contrary, had such share only in the 
things of God, as well-conducted beasts and 
serenely-minded birds had: while, even among 
the beasts, I had no claim to represent nr^yself 
figuratively as a lion couchant, or eagle yolant, 
but was, at my best and proudest, only of 
a doggish and piggish temper, content in my 
dog’s chain, anc^with my pig’s-wash, in spite 
of Carlyle; and having no mind whatever to 
win Heaven at the price of conversion like 
St. Ranier’s, or mortification like St. Bruno’s. | 
160. And that my father much concurred 
with me in these, partly stubborn, partly 
modest, sentiments, appeared curiously on the 
occasion of registering h<s arms at the Heralds’ 
College for painting, as those of the Bardi, 
and no more under the Long Acre limitation^ 
Wix^ea nostra,’ on the panel .of Iiis 
brougham. It appeared, on enquiry at the 
Heralds' Office, that there was indeed a shield 
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> 2|lpertaining to a family, of whom nothing 
^Aicular was known, by the name of 
Riiskni: Sable, a chevron, argent, between 
lance-heq^s, argent. This, without any 
evidence of our relation to the family, we 
could not, of course, be permitted to use 
without modification: but the King-at-Arms 
registered it as ours, with the addition of 
three crosses crosslets on the chevron, gules, 
(in case of my still becoming a clergyman !); 
and carried home, on loan from the college, 
a book of crests and mottoes; crests being 
open to choice in modern heraldry, (if one 
does not by chance win tll^m,) as laconic 
expressions of personal character, or achieve¬ 
ment. 

Over which book, I remember, though too 
vaguely, my father’s reasoning within himself, 
that a merchant could not with any propriety 
typify himself by Lord Marmion’s falcon, or 
Lord Dudley’s bear; *that, though we were 
all extremely fond of dogs, any doggish crest 
would be taken for* an extremely minor dog, 
OP dVeji t>uppy, by the public; while vulpine 
types, wliether of heads or brushes, were 
Wholly out^of 9ur way; and at last, faute de 
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mieux, and with some idea, 1 fancy, of the ^ 
beast's resolution in taking and making *itd^ 
own way through difficulties, my father, wfth 
the assent, if not support, of my mother ^nd 
Mary, fixed, forsooth, upon a boar's head, as 
reasonably proud, without claim to be patri¬ 
cian; under-written by the motto *Age quod 
agis.' Some ten or twelve years, 1 suppose, 
after this, beginning to study heraldry with 
attention, I apprehended, that, whether a 
knight's war-cry, or a peaceful yeoman'? say¬ 
ing, the words on the scroll of a crest could 
not be a piece of advice to other people, but 
must be always* a declaration of the bearer's 
own mind. Whereupon I changed, on my 
oivn seal, the ‘ Age quod agis' into * To-day,’ 
tacitly underlined to myself with the vrarn^ 
ing, ’The night cometh, when no man can 
work.’ 

i6i. But as years went on, and the be- 
lief in fortune, and fdHune-telling, which is 
finally confessed in Fors Clayigera, averted 
itself more distinctly in my private philosophy, 

I began to be much exercised in mind ^"S do 
the fortunate, or otherwise, meaning of my 
father’s choosing a pig for my frest*; and that 
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, tht more, because I could not decide whether 
|t lawful for me to adopt the Greek mode 
oPinterpretation^ according to which I might 
consider myself an assistant*of Hercules in 
the conquest of the Erymanthian boar, or was 
restricted to the Gothic reading which v^ould 
compel me to consider myself a pig in per- 
soni,—(as the aforesaid Marmion a falcon, or 
Albert of Geierstein a vulture,—) and only 
take pride in the strength of bristle, and curl 
of tugk, which occasioned, in my days of 
serious critical influence, the lament of the 
Academician in Punch: 

* 1 paints and paints, 

Hears no complaints, 

And sells before I’m dry, 

Till savage Riiskin 
Sticks his tusk in, 

And nobody will buy.* 

Inclining, as time went on, more and 'more 
to this view of the m^ter, 1 rested at last in 
the conviction that my prototype and patron 
saint was indeed, •not Hercules, but St. 
ABtlfDny*of Padua, and that it might in a 
measure be recorded also of little me, that 
*il se retira djpbord dans une solitude peu 
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^loignee du bourg de C6ine, puis dans un r ' 
sdpulcre fort dloignd de ce bourg, enfin dUn^ 
les masures d*un vieux ch&teau au-dess'bs 
d^Heraclde, ou il vccut pendapt vingt ^s. 

II n’cst pas possible de raconter tout ce qu’il 
eut i soiiffrir dans ces trois retraites, tant par 
les rigueurs qu'il exer9a sur lui-meme que par 
la malice du dtmion, qui mit tout en oeuvre 
pour le troniper par ses artifices, ou pour 
I'abattre par scs menaces et ses macivais 
traitements, qui allcrent quelquefois jysqu^a * 
le laisser pour mort des coups qu’il lui donna. 
Antoine triompha de tout; et ce fut pour 16 
recompenser de tant de combats ct de tant 
de victoires que Dieu le rendit puissant en 
oeuvres et en paroles pour guerir toutes sortes 
de maladies spirituelles et corporellcs, chasser# 
les demons aussi bien des corps que des 4 mes, 
se faire obeir par les betes les plus cruelles, 
par les elements et les autres creatures les 
moins soumises k la votont6 de Thomme.’ * 

162. I must not, however, anticipafe the 
course of this eventful history so far as to 

* ' Dictionnaire des Sciences Ea'l^iasliques.’ 1 fissunied, 
of course, in adopting this patron saint, that he would have 
the same domestic pets as St. Anthony ojf the,Desert 
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• dfscuss at present any manner of the rc- 
jfeefhtlance in my fate, or work, or horfic 

companionships, to those of St. Anthony of 
l^^dua; but pay record, as immediately signi¬ 
ficant, the delight which both my mother and 
I took in the possession of a really practical 
pigstye in our Danish farmyard, (the coach¬ 
house and stables being to us of no importance 
in comparison); the success with which my 
mother directed the nurture, and fattening, of 
the jjiglings; the civil and jovial character of 
the piglings so nurtured, indicated especially 
by their habit of standing in a row on their 
hind-legs to look over the fence, whenever my 
mother came into the yard: and conclusively 
by the satisfaction with which even our m9st. 

# refined friends would accept a present of pork 
—or it might be, alas! sometimes of sucking 
pig—from Denmark Hill. 

163. The following (p. 238) example of such 
acknowledgments, adcJressed to my father, is 
farther interesting in its post (or side) script, 
rVerring to-the civil war in Switzerland, and 
fkdftg^ therefore, the letter, otherwise without 
date of year, to 1845, when I was beginning 
to prepare* for jny first adventurous journey. 



In the TimeSy sad news from Switzerland. 
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X 

47, Queen Ann (no street!) West,'* 
Thursdayf 27 Fd‘''‘ 


• My dear Sir, 

‘Have the goodness to offer 
my respectful thanks to Mrs. Ruskin 
for the kind present of a part of Ae 

V 

little fat friends, & its- * 

Portugal onions for stuffing them 

« 

included, &c., &c. Hoping you are 
all well, 

‘ Believe me, 

‘ Most truly obliged, 

* J., M. W. Turner.’ 

J. Ruskin, Esq. 

ft 

• ' 

* Turner always indicates by thite long lines ♦he places 
in his letters where his feelings become inexpressible. 
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•Neither do I think it irrelevant; in this place; 
Jo*fdrelell that, after twenty years' various 
stidy of the piglet character, (see, for instance, 
tlfe account of the comfort given me by the 
monastic piglet at Assisi,*) 1 became so re¬ 
signed to the adoption of my paternally chosen 
crest as to write my rhymed travelling letters 
to Joan t most frequently in my heraldic char¬ 
acter of * Little Pig *; or, royally plural, * Little 
Pigs,i especially when, these letters took the 
tone of confessions, as for instance, from 
Keswick, in 1857:— 

When little pigs have muffins hot, 

And take three quarters f»r their lot, 

Then, little pigs~had better not. 

And again, on the occasion of over-lunch¬ 
ing myself before ascending Red Pike, in the 
same year:— 

As readers, for their minds’ relief, » 

Will sometimes double down a leaf, 

Or rather, as good sailors reef 
^ Their sails, or jugglers, past belief 

^ --- 

* ‘ In one of my saddeSt moods, I got some whol^jsome 
p^#and refreshment by mere sympathy with a Bewickian 
little pi^, ip the roundest and conceitedest burst of pig* 
blossom.*—* Fors,* Letter XLVIII. 
t Now Mrs* Arthur Severn. 
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Will con-involve a handkerchiefs 
If little pigs, when time is brief 
IViV/f that way, double up their bee 
Then—little pigs will come to grief. 

/ 

And here is what may, it seems to me, 
gracefully conclude this present chapter, as a 
pretty and pathetic Pigwiggian chaunt, from 
Abbeville, in 1858. 

If little pigs,—when evening dapples, 

With fading clouds, her autumn sky,— 

Set out in search of Nonnan Chapels, 

And find, instead, where cliffs are high, 

Half way from Amiens to Staples, 

A castle, full of pears and apples, 

On donjon noors laid out to dry ; 

—Green jargonelles, and apples tenny,— 

And find their price is five a penny. 

If little pigs, then, buy too many, 

Spare to those little pigs a sigh. 



CHAPTER IX. 


THE FEASTS OF THE VANDALS. 

164. The reader of * to-day * who has been 
accustomed to hear me spoken of by the artists 
of to^ay as a superannuated enthusiast, and 
by the philosophers of to-day as a delirious 
visionary, will scarcely believe with what 
serious interest the appearance of the second 
volume of ‘ Modern Painters ’^was looked for, 
by more people than my father and mother,— 
by people even belonging to the shrewdest 
literary circles, and highest artistic schools, 
of the time. 

165. In the literary world, attention, was 
• first directed to the book by Sydney Smith, 
in the hearing of my severest and chiefly 
antagonist master, the Rev. Thomas Dale, 
who with candid kifldness sent the folloying 
ndte*of tlie matter to my father:— 

* You^will not be uninterested to hear that 
ifr. ‘Sydney Smith (no meiin authority in such 

• VOL. II. o 
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cases) spoke in the highest terms of your son's 
work, on a public occasion, and in pre^'nc^ 
of several distinguished literary charactetls. 
He said it was a work of transqendent talent, 
presented the most original views, and the 
most elegant and powerful language, and 
would work a complete revolution in the 
world of taste. He did not know, when he 
said this, how much I was interested in 'the 
author.' 

166. My father was greatly set up l?y this 
note, though the form of British prudence 
which never specifies occasion or person, for 
fear of getting itself into a scrape, is provok- 
ingly illustrated by its imperfect testimony.* 
But it mattered little who the other 'literary 
characters' might have been, for Sydney's 
verdict was at this time, justly, final, both in 
general society and among the reviewers; and 
it was especially fortunate for me that he had 
been trained in his owti youth, first by Dugald 
Stewart, and then by the same Dr. Thomas 
Brown who had formed my father's mind and 

I 

directed his subsequent reading. And, indeed, 
all the main principles of metaphysics asserted 
in the opening of' Modem Painters' had bcei^ 
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•with conclusive decision and simplicity, laid 
|o^n by Sydney himself in the lectures he 
gate on Moral Philosophy at the Royal 
Insj^itution in^the years 1804-5-6, of which 
he had never enough himself recognized the 
importance. He amplified and embodied some 
portions of them afterwards in the Edinburgh 
Review; but * considering that what remained 
could be of no farther use, he destroyed 
several, and was proceeding to destroy the 
wholes when, entreaty being made by friends 
that the portions not yet tom up might be 
spared, their request was granted; * * and these 
despised fragments, published* in 1850 under 
* the title of Elemental^ Sketches of Moral Philo¬ 
sophy, contain, in the simplest and securest 
terms, every final truth which any rational 
mortal needs to learn on that subject. 

Had those lectures been printed five years 
sooner, and then fallen in my way, the second 
volume of 'Modern Painters* would either 
never •have been written at all, or written 
with thankful defenence to the exulting^ wit 

aiid *gradoiis eloquence with which Sydney 

• . • 

* Sel notf to Introduction, in the edition of 185a 
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had discerned and adorned all that 1 wished 
to establish, twenty years before. 

167. To the modern student, who has 
of Sydney Smith only as a jeste^^^ I comm^nid 
the two following passages, as examples of 
the most wise, because most noble, thought, 
and most impressive, because steel-true, lan¬ 
guage, to be found in English literature of 
the living, as distinguished from the classic, 
schools:— ♦ 

*But while I am descanting so miosiUtely 
upon the conduct of the understanding, and 
the best modes of acquiring knowledge, some 
men may be diSjposed to ask, Why conduct 
my understanding with such endless care? 
and what is the use of so much knowledge ? ” 
What is the use of so much knowledge?— 
what is the use of so much life! What are 
we to do with the seventy years of existence 
allotted to us ? and how are we to live them 
out to the last? I Solemnly declare that, 
but for the love of knowledge, I shouljT con- 
side^ the life of the meanest hedger and 
ditcher as preferable to that of the* g|*ejteet 
and richest man here present; foi' the fire 
of our minds is like the fire <which the 
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Persians burn in the mountains,—^it flames 
^iglft and day, and is immortal, and not 
t(f be quenched I Upon something it must 
aSt and feed,—upon the pure spirit of 
knowledge, or upon the foul dregs of pol¬ 
luting passions. Therefore, when I say, in 
conducting your understanding, love know¬ 
ledge with a great love, with a vehement 
love, with a love coeval with life, what 
do U say, but love innocence, love virtue, 
love ^purity of conduct, love that which, 
if you are rich and great, will sanctify the 
blind fortune which has made you so, and 
make men call it justice; love that which, 
if you are poor, will render your poverty 
respectable, and make the proudest feel it 
unjust to laugh at the meanness of your 
fortunes; love that which will comfort you, 
adorn you, and never quit you,—whicli will 
open to you the kingdom of thought, and 
all the boundless regions of conception, as 
an asylum against the cruelty, the injustice, 
and the pain that, may be your lot in the 
oi^ta* world,—that which will make your 
motives habitually |^eat and honourable, and 
light in |n instant a thousand noble 
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disdains at the very thought of meanness • 
and of fraud! Therefore, if any young* Aia^ 
here have embarked his life in pursuit'"of 
knowledge, let him go on without doubting 
or fearing the event; let him not be in¬ 
timidated by the cheerless beginnings of 
knowledge, by the darkness from which she 
springs, by the difficulties which hover 
around her, by the wretched habitations in 
which she dwells, by the want and s^ditow 
which sometimes journey in her traiiy but 
let him ever follow her as the Angel that 
guards him, and as the Genius of his life. 
She will bring him out at last into the 
light of day, and exhibit him to the world 
comprehensive in acquirements, fertile in re¬ 
sources, rich in imagination, strong in reason¬ 
ing, prudent and powerful above his fellows 
in all the relations and in all the offices 
of life.* 

168. 'The history of the world shows us 
that men are not to be counted by their 
numbers, but by the fire and vigour of 
their passions; by their deep sense of i»- 
jury; by their memory of past gloiy; by 
their eagerness for fresh fqme;/ by their 
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•clfrar and steady resolution of ceasing to 
or of achieving a particular object, 
wftch, when it is once formed, strikes off 
a*load of manacles and chains, and gives 

• ft • . 

free space to all heavenly and heroic feel¬ 
ings. All great and extraordinary actions 
come from the heart. There are seasons 
in human affairs when qualities, fit enough 
to conduct the common business of life, 
are &eble and useless, and when men must 
trust ^to emotion for that safety which reason 
at such times can never give. These are 
the feelings which led the Ten Thousand 
over the Carduchian mountains; these are 
the feelings by which a handful of Greeks 
broke in pieces the power of Persia: they 
have, by turns, humbled Austria, reduced 
Spain; and in the fens of the Dutch, and 
in the mountains of the Swiss, defended 
the happiness, and revenged the oppressions 
of man! God calls all the passions out in 
their •keenness and vigour, for the present 
s*afety of mankind, • Anger, and revenge, and 
4 ie*heroic mind, and a readiness to suffer; 
—^ the secret Itrength, all the invisible 
array *o( |he ^feelings;—all that nature has 
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reserved for the great scenes of the worid. • 
For the usual hopes, and the common^ &id^ 
of man, are all gone! Kings have perished, 
armies are subdued, nations mouldered awa^ 1 

* 9 ' 

Nothing remains, under God, but those 
passions which have often proved the best 
ministers of His vengeance, and the surest 
protectors of the world/ 

169. These two passages of Sydney’s ex¬ 
press, more than any others 1 could have 
chosen out of what I know of modem liters^ 
ture, the roots of everything I had to learn 
and teach during my own life; the earnest¬ 
ness with whiclik I followed what was possible 
to me in science, and the passion with which 
1 was beginning to recognize the nobleness 
of the arts and range of the powers of men. 

It was a natural consequence of this passion 
that the sympathy of the art-circles, in praise 
of whose leading members the first volume 
6f ' Modern Painters' • had been expressly 
written, was withheld from me much longer 
than that of the general rqader; while, on th'e 
other hand, the old Roman feuds with George 
Richmond were revived by it to the utt^- 
most; and although, with amu^ interest in 
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»nmr youthful enthusiasm, and real affection 
|oi»lhy father, he painted a charming water- 
colour of me sitting at a picturesque desk 
iif the open air, in a crimson waistcoat and 
while trousers, with a magnificent port¬ 
crayon in my hand, and Mont Blanc, con¬ 
ventionalized to Raphaelesque grace, in the 
distance, the utmost of serious opinion 
on my essay which my father could get 
frorn^ him was * that I should know better 
in time.* 

170. But the following letter from Samuel 
Prout, written just at the moment when my 
father’s pride in the succe-se of the book 
was fast beguiling him into admission of its 
authorship, at least in our own friendly circle, 
expresses with old-fashioned courtesy, but 
with admirable simplicity and firmness, the 
first impression made by my impetuous* out¬ 
burst on the most sensible and sincere 
members of the true^ fellowship of English 
artists, who at that time were doing each the 
Bhst fie could in {^is own quiet way, with- 
<\pt*thought either of contention with living 
rivals,* os of comping their modest work to 
the m^stej^eces of former time. 
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* HASTINGS, f/t/y 2 nd. 1 84! * 

‘ Dear Sir, * ) 

' 1 beg to apologize for not sooner 
acknowledging, with my best ^ thanks, ^our 
kindness in adding another to many obliga¬ 


tions. 


'Please to believe that I am ambitious of 
meriting your many acts of kind considera¬ 
tion, but 1 am ashamed and vexed to feel a 
consciousness of apparent rudeness, t^nd a 
trial of patience wliich nothing can ^tenu- 
ate. I must fear that my besetting sin of 
idleness in letter-writing has been displeasing 
to you, although your note is politely silent 
on the subject. 

' I am sorry to say that for months together 
my spirits have sunk so low, that every duty 
and every kindness have been sadly neglected. 

'In consequence of this nervous inactivity, 
the Water Colour Exhibition contains almost 


all I have been able t6 accomplish since last 
year. The drawing of Petrarch^s Mouse, 
which you wished me tormake, was finished 
some time since, but is so unlike wiiat T am 
sure you expected, that I deferred saying any¬ 
thing about it till another wa$ made.*^ Alas! 
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• the things I ought to have done have not been 
^ofid 1 intended bringing it to town with • 
ml, and asking the favour that it might re¬ 
main in your possession till 1 had made some- 
thing more worthy. My trip to town has 
been put off month after month, and 1 expect 
. the resolution will not awake till the last day 
of seeing sights. Should you not be in town, 
both drawings shall be left at Foord’s.* 

' Rermit me to say that 1 have been indulged 
with^a hasty perusal of a work on art and 
artists by “A Graduate of Oxford.” I read 
the volume with intense interest, the senti¬ 
ments and language riveting«my attention to 
every page. But I mourn lest such splendid 
means of doing eminent service to art should 
be lost. Had the work been written with the 
courteousness of Sir Joshua Reynolds^ lectures, 
it would have been standard work,” the 
" author held in high estimation for his learning, 

m 

* The letters quoted in the text of ‘ Praeterita ’ will always 
he givtn without omissions even of trivial passages. Of 
those arranged in * Dilefta,* I give only the porlion| which 
l^dl to ifie likely to interest the reader; and even take 
leave 1b ^rop superfluoas sentences without stars or other 
note of die omission, but so that the absolute meaning of the 
writer shall he always kept. 
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and the volume recommended for instruction* 
and usefulness. Perhaps nothing helps 
certainly to an accession of influence, and an 
accumulating power of doing ^ood, than (he 
lan^iage in which we dictate. We approach 
an unassuming courteous manner with respect, 
confidence, and satisfaction, but most persons 
shrink back from sarcasm. Certainly every 
author who writes to do good will write with 
firmness and candour, cleaving to wh'it is 
right, but cautious of giving pain or offenpe, 

* I hope some day to give the book a more 
careful perusal; it made me think, and when 
1 lay hold of it %again, I will endeavour to test 
it by my experience and the judgment of 
others; and as 1 have a little cooled from the 
rage I felt at first to find my " darlings ** set at 
nought, I trust in spite of its biting bitterness 
1 shall feel more ashamed of myself, and more 
respect for the opinions of the author. 

' Pardon, dear sir, tkis presuming to tire 
your patience with my humble opinions*; and 
should it be true what 1 h^ve just heard, th^t 
you know the author, I will rely on 3Foi|r 
goodness to forgive my olf|ection to opinions 
in which you are so much intereste4* * 
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• If it is so, you are indeed honoured, and I 
^ult'^the powerful **angel-bright talent” will 
directed to do much good for art and 
artists. Pray^give me credit for sincerity in 
acknowledging that it is art generally I feel 
for, and as far as I am individually mentioned, 
J am pleased to find that 1 have come off 
beautifully. 

* I did not intend to write so much. Kindly 
pardon quantity and quality, 

i And believe me to remain, dear Sir, 

' With the greatest respect, 

* Yours truly and obliged, 

••‘S. Prout. 

‘ J. J. Ruskin, Esq. 

&c. &c. &c.* 

171. I must guard myself, however, very 
distinctly in giving this letter as an example 
of the general feeling about the book among 
the living painters whbm it praised, against 
attribifting to them any such admiration of my 
* angel-bright talent*' as that here expressed 
b^i idy father's affectionate, and now intimate, 

9 9 

friend. -The group of landscapists, headed by 
Copley t^ieldinfp, David Cox, and P. de Wint 
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in the old Water Colour Society, and by Datrid# 
Roberts and Clarkson Stanfield in the^'Ac^- 
demy (Turner being wholly exceptional, and 
a wild meteoric phenomenon in the midst of 
them, lawless alike and scholarless) — this 
group of very characteristically English land¬ 
scape painters bad been well grounded, every 
one of them, more or less, in the orthodox old 
English faith in Dutch painting; had studied 
it so as to know the difficulty of doings any¬ 
thing as good in its way; and, whether in 
painting or literature, had studied very little 
else. Of any qualities or talents * angel bright,* 
past or present^except in the rather alarming 
than dignified explosions round the stable 
lantern which sometimes take place in a Rem¬ 
brandt Nativity, Vision to the Shepherds, or 
the like, none of them had ever felt the in¬ 
fluence, or attempted the conception: the 
religious Italian schools were as little known 
at that time, to either artist or connoisseur, as 
the Japanese, and the highest scholarly criti¬ 
cism with which I had first come to hand¬ 
grips in Blackwood, reached no higher 'than 
a sketching amateur’s acquaintance ^with the 
manner of Salvator and Caspar Poussin. 
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•Taken as a body, the total group of Modern 
jfalhfers were, therefore, more startled than 
ItSftered by my schismatic praise; the modest 

oifes, such as Fielding, Prout, and Stanfield, 

* * • 

felt that it was more than they deserved,— 
and, moreover, a little beside the mark and 
.out of their way; the conceited ones, such 
as Harding and De Wint, were angry at the 
position given to Turner; and I am not sure 
that any of them were ready even to endorse 
George Richmond’s consoling assurance to 
my father, that 1 should know better in time. 

172. But, with all the kindness of heart, 
and appreciation of domestic character, partly 
humorous, partly pathetic, which gave its pre¬ 
vailing tone to the British school of the day, 
led by Wilkie, Leslie, and Mulrcady, the en¬ 
tire fellowship of artists with whom we were 
acquainted sympathized with the partly quaint, 
altogether pure, strong, and always genial, 
home-life of my fathei* and mother; nor less 
with their anxious devotion to their son, and 
tHe hopes they entertained for him. Nor, I 
suppose, •was my own status at Denmark Hill 
without something honourably notable to men 
of the ’world, ^n that, refusing to enter my 
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father's business, I yet stayed serenely under, 
his authority, and, in what seemed to me my, 
own proper line of work, did my utmost' to 
please him. And when (I anticipate now tne 
progress of the next four or five years)—when 
on any, to us, peculiarly festive occasion,—the 
return from a journey, publication of a new 
volume, anniversary of a birthday, or the like, 
—we ventured to ask our artist friends to 
rejoice with us, most of them came, I believe 
with real pleasure. The early six Q'clock 
dinner allowed them usually a pleasant glance 
over the meadow and the Norwood Hills in 
the evening light; the table was just short 
enough to let the talk flow round without 
wandering into eddies, or lingering into confi¬ 
dences ; there was no guest whom the others 
did not honour; there was neither effort, 
affectation, nor restraint in the talk. If the 
painters cared to say anything of pictum, 
they knew they would be understood ; if they 
chose rather to talk of sherry, my father could, 
and would with delight, tell them more about 
it than any other person knew 4n 
England or Spain; and when the candles 
came, and the good jests, over the nuts and 
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^DliVes, there was * frolic wine * in the flask at 
right hand, such as that never Prince 
nor Jack FalstafF tasted cup of brighter or 
m^htier. ^ 

173. I somewhat admire in my.self, at this 
time, though I perceive it to have been greatly 
owing to want of imagination, the simplicity 
of affection with which I kept hold on my 
Cumberland moors, Calais sands, and French 
cOsturacs and streets,—as contrasted with the 
peaks ,of the Sierra Nevada, the surges of 
Trafalgar, and the towers of Seville and 
Granada; of all which I continually heard as 
the most beautiful and wonderftil scenery and 
architecture of the European world; and in 
the very midst of which—in the heart of 
Andalusia, and on the very battle-field of 
Xeres de la Frontera which gave the Arab 
his dominion in Spain—I might have been 
adopted by my father^s partner to reign over 
his golden vineyards, ^nd write the histories 
of the Tfirst Caliphs of Arabia and the Catho- 
lie Kings of Spain. ** , 

It *chaifced, however,—or mischanced,—for 
better or <7orse, that in the meantime I knew 
no more tho histories of either Arabia or Spain 

• VOL, IL R 
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than Robinson Crusoe or his boy Xury; tha^ 
the absolutely careful and faithful wch^hr of 
David Roberts showed me the inconstnichve 
and merely luxurious character of Span*ish 
and Arab buildings; and that the painter of 
greatest power, next to Turner, in the English 
school, J. F. Lewis, rendered the facts of ex; 
isting Andalusian life so vividly, as to leave 
me no hope of delighting or distinguishing 
myself in any constant relations cither with 
its gaiety or its pride. 

174. Looking back to my notices of these 
and other contemporary artists in the para¬ 
graphs added the first volume of * Modern 
Painters,* when I corrected its sheets at Sestri 
di Levante, in 1846, 1 find the display of 
my new Italian information, and assertion of 
critical acumen, prevail sorrowfully over the 
expressions of gratitude with which I ought 
to have described the help and delight they 
had given me. Now; too late, I can only 
record with more than sorrow the passing 
away from the entire body of men occupied 
in the arts, of the temper in which *thes^ n^en 
worked. It is—I cannbt count how many 
years, since, on all our waljs of rbcklessly 
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^ambitious display, 1 have seen one drawing 
^ any place loved for its own sake, or under- 
siT^d with unselfish intelligence. Whether 
men themselves, or their buildings, or the 
sceJery in wfiich they live, the only object of 
the draughtsman, be he great or small, is to 
overpower the public mind with his greatness, 
or catch it with his smallness. My notions of 
Rome, says Mr. Alma Tadema; Mine of 
Venieg, says Miss Clara Montalba; Otdrs of 
Belgravia and Brighton, say the public and 
its Graphics, with unanimous egotism;—and 
what sensational effects can be wrung out of 
China or New Zealand, or th« miseries and 
follies of mankind anywhere. Exact know¬ 
ledge enough—yes, let us have it to fill our 
pockets or swell our pride; but the beauty 
of wild nature or modest life, except for the 
sake of our own picnics or perquisites, none 
care to know, or to save. 

And it is wholly vain, in this state of the 
popular mind, to try to explain the phase of 
art in which I was brought up, and of which 
—^itrte thinking how soon it was to pass away 
—I writ&so ungratSfully. 

175. Absplutjly careful and faithful, I said, 
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David Roberts was, though in his own cc^ 
stricted terms ; fastening on the cofidlaiiit 
aspect of any place, and drawing that in ^ey 
shade, and so much of what might pass 'for 
light as enough showed magnitude, distance, 
and grace of detail. He was like a kind of 
grey mirror; he gave the greatness and rich;- 
ness of things, and such height and space, 
and standing of wall and rock, as one saw to 
be true; and with unwearied industry both 
in Egypt and Spain, brought home records 
of which the value is now forgotten in the 
perfect detail of photography, and sensational 
realism of the* effects of light which Holman 
Hunt first showed to be possible. The minute 
knowledge and acute sensation throw us back 
into ourselves; haunting us to the examina¬ 
tion of points and enjoyment of moments; 
but one imagined serenely and joyfully, from 
'the old drawings, the splendour of the aisles 
of Seville or the strength of the towers of 
Granada, and forgot oneself, for a time.<^ 

1^6. The work of Joha Lewis was a mirh>r 
of men only-—of building and sceneiy as 
grounds for them; all alike rendered with an 
intensity of truth to the ext^al lifb, which 
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has resembled before or since. But it 
external and animal life only. Lewis 
saw in men and women only the most beauti- 
fufof living c]*|eatui*es, and painted them as he 
did dogs and deer, but with a perception of 
their nature and race which laughs to scorn 
all the generic study of the scientific schools. 
Neither Andalusian nor Arab, Turk nor Cir¬ 
cassian, had been painted before his time, 

» 

any more than described before Byron’s; and 
the endeavours at representation of Oriental 
character or costume which accompan}’ the 
travels of even the best-educated English 
travellers either during or imihediately after 
the Peninsular war, are without exception the 
clumsiest, most vulgar, and most ludicrous 
pieces of work that ever disgraced draughts¬ 
men, savage or civil. 

No artist that ever 1 read of was treated 
with such injustice by the people of his time 
as John Lewis. Thefe was something un- 
English about him, which separated him from 
the good-humoured groups of established ^me 
whose ^mhmbers abetted or jested with each 
otha*; fehling that every one of them had 
something ato #be forgiven,* and that each 
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knew the other's trick of trade. His resolfate' 
industry was inimitable; his colour—founded 
either on the frankness of southern sunlight, 
or on its subtle reflections ?nd diffusions 
through latticed tracery and silken tent— 
resembled nothing that could be composed 
in a London studio; while the absence of 
bravado, sentiment, or philosophy in his sub¬ 
jects—the total subjection alike of the moral 
and immoral, the heroic and the sensual, to 
the mere facts of animal beauty, and grace of 
decoration, left him without any power of 
appeal either to the domestic simplicity or 
personal pride* of the ordinary English mind. 
In artistic power and feeling he had much in 
common with Paul Veronese: but Paolo had 
the existing pomp and the fading religion of 
Venice to give his work hold on the national 
heart, and epic unity in its design; while poor 
Lewis did but render more vividly, with ail his 
industry, the toy contrabandists or matador of 
my mother's chimneypiece. 

He never dined with us as our other painter 
friends did; but his pictures, as long as die 
worked in Spain^ were an extremely*important 
element in both my father’s life and mine 
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^ 477. I have not yet enough explained the 
tknportance of my father’s house, in its 
command of that Andalusian wine district. 
Mddern maps^of Spain, covered with tracks 
of railroad, show no more the courses either 

m 

of Guadalquiver or Guadiana; the names of 
Railway stations overwhelm those of the old 
cities; and every atlas differs from every other 
in its placing of the masses of the Sierras,—if 
even 4he existence of the mountain ranges be 
acknowledged at all. 

But if the reader will take ten minutes of 
pains, and another ten of time, to extricate, 
with even the rudest sketch, th« facts of value 
from the chaos of things inscrutably useless, 
in any fairly trustworthy map of Spain, he 
will perceive that between the Sierra Morena 
on the north, and Sierra Nevada on the south, 
the Guadalquiver flows for two hundred miles 
through a valley fifty miles wide, in the exact 
midst of which sits €ordova, and half way 
between Cordova and the sea, Seville; and 
on the Royal Harbour, Puerto Real, at the 
•shoi%,—Cadiz ; ten miles above which, 
towards Seville, heVill find the ‘ Xeres de la 
Fronted’ ^ i^hich, as a golden centre of 
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Bacchic cuiiinicrcc, all the vineyards of 

great valley of Andalusia, Vandalusia, 

Mr. Ford puts it, I believe more probably, laifu 

of the west, send down their sun-browned 

juice; the ground of Macharnudo on Mr. 

« 

Domccq’s estate at Xeres itself furnishing the 
white wine of strongest body in Europe. 

178. Tlie power which Mr. Domecq had 
acknowledged in my father, by making him 
head partner in his firm, instead lof merely his 
English agent, ruled absolutely at Xeres over 
the preparation of the wines; and, by in¬ 
sisting always on the maintenance of their 
purity and quahty at the highest attainable 
standard, gave the house a position which was 
only in part expressed by its standing, until 
Mr. Domecq’s death, always at the head in the 
list of importers. That list gave only the 
number of butts of wine imported by each 
firm, but did not specify their price; still less 
could it specify the relation of price to value. 
Mr. Domecq’s two or three thousand * butts 
were, for the most part, dd wine, of which the 

A 

supply had been secured for half a century 
the consistent prudence o'f putting ^he new 
vintages in at one end of cellars so^pe 'quarter 
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^UsL mile loiig^ and taking the old vintages out 
Jt fhfe other. I do not, of course, mean tiiat 
^h transaction was literally observed; but 
th^t the vulgar inipiTlience to ^turn over' 
capftal was absolutely forsworn, in the steady 
purpose of producing the best wine that could 
J>e given for the highest price to which the 
British public would go. As a rule, sherry 
drinkers are soundly-minded persons, who do 
not choose to "spend a guinea a glass on any- 
thingj and the highest nonnal price for Mr. 
Domccq's ‘double-cross’ sherry was eighty 
pounds a butt; rising to two hundred for the 
older wines, which were only occasionally im¬ 
ported. The highest price ever given was six 
hundred; but tiiis was at a loss to the house, 
which oniy allowed wine to attain the age 
which such a price represented in order to be 
able to supply, by the mixture of it with 
younger vintage, whatever quality the English 
' consumer, in any fit ol*fashion, might desire. 

On'the whole, the sales varied little from 
year to year, virtually representing the qu^tity 
o( Wine annually produced by the estate, and 
a certain quantity *of the drier Amontillado, 
ftem tHe bill districts of Montilla, and some 
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lighter and cheaper sherries,—though always/ 
pure,—which were purchased by the hbi&tse< 
for the supply of the wider London market. 
No effort was ever made to^ extend that 
market by lowering quality; no competition 
was possible with the wines grown by Mr. 
Domecq, and little with those purchased ont 
his judgment. My father used to fret, as I 
have told, if the orders he expected were not 
forthcoming, or if there seemed the slightest 
risk of any other house contesting his pc^sition 
at the head of the list. But he never at¬ 
tempted, or even permitted, the enlargement 
of the firm’s (derations beyond the scale at 
which he was sure that his partners personal 
and equal care, or, at least, that of his head 
cellarman, could be given to the execution of 
every order. 

Mr. Domecq's own habits of life were 
luxurious, but never extravagant. He had 
a house in Paris, chiefly for the sake of his 

daughters’ education and establishment; the 

« 

profits of the estate, thougCi not to be named 
in any comparison with those of rnod^bm mer- 

r * 

cantile dynasty, were enough to secui^ annual 
income to each of his five girls laige enough 
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\ o* secure their marriages in the best French 

• ■ 

c^les: they became, each in her turn, baronne 
or comtesse; their father choosing their baron 
or j^ount for tjjiem with as much discretion as 
he had shown in the choice of his own 
partner; and all the marriages turned out 
•well. Elise, Comtesse des Roys, and Caroline, 
Princess Bethune, once or twice came with 
their husbands to stay with us; partly to see 
Londbn, partly to discuss with my father his 
management of the English market: and the 
way in which these lords, virtually, of lands 
both in France and Spain, though men of 
sense and honour; and theii' wives, though 
women of gentle and amiable disposition, 
(Elise, indeed, one of the kindest I ever have 
known,) spoke of their Spanish labourers and 
French tenantry, with no idea whatever re¬ 
specting them but that, except as producers 
by their labour of money to be spent in I^aris, 
they were cumberers of the ground, gave me 
the clue to the real sources of wrong in 
the social laws of ifiodern Europe; and led me 
necessarily into the political work which has 
been the most earnest of my life. But these 
visits anc> warnings were not till seven or 
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eight years after the time at present rendered^ 
account of, in which, nevertheless, it 
already beginning to be, if not a question, at 
least a marvel with me, that t|;)ese gracefql 
and gay Andalusians, who played guitars, 
danced boleros, and fought bulls, should 
virtually get no good of their own beautiful« 
country but the bunch of grapes or stalk of 
garlic they frugally dined on; that its precious 

I 

wine was not for them, still less the mouthy it 
was sold for; but the one came to crown* our 
Vandalic feasts, and the other furnished our 
Danish walls with pictures, our Danish gardens 
with milk and hOney, and five noble houses in 
Paris with the means of beautiful dominance 
in its Elysian fields. 

179. Still more seriously, I was now be¬ 
ginning to contrast the luxury and continual 
opportunity of my own exulting days, with 
the poverty, and captivity, or, as it seemed 
to chance always, fatal issue of any efforts to 
escape from these, in which my cousins, the 

I 

only creatures whom I had to care for, beyond 
my home, were each and all spending, or 
ending, their laborious youth. 

i 

t 1 must briefly resume their histories, though 
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much apart from mine; but if my heart was 
to them, my mind was often sad for 

tl[)em. 


* By grotes(|ue freak of Fors, both my aunts 
meSried a Mr. Richardson—and each left six 


children, four boys and two girls. 

, The Perth children were Mary and Jessie, 
James, John, William, and Andrew; the Croy¬ 
don children, Margaret and Bridget, John, 
William, Gebrge, and Charles. None left 
now^but William of Croydon. 

The Perth boys were all partly weak 
in constitution, and curiously inconsistent in 
element of character, having* much of their 
mother's subtlety and sweetness mixed with a 
rather larger measure of their father's tannin. 
The eldest, James, was unlike the other three, 
—more delicate in feature, and more tractable 
in temper. My father brought him up to 
London when he was one- or two-and-twbnty, 
and put him into the counting*house to see 
what* could be made of him: but, though 
^rfectly well-behayed, he was undiligenjt and 
^e^tless—chiefly solicitous about his trousers 
and ^oves. 1 remember him in his little 
room, %he,sm|ller of the two looking west at 
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top of Herne Hill house, a pleasant, gentle, 
tall figure of a youth. He fell into rapid 
decline and died. 

Nor long after him, the youngest brother, 
Andrew, who with fewer palpable follies, 
had less real faculty than the rest. He learnt 
farming under a good master in Scotland,^ 
and went out to Australia to prove his 
science; but after a short struggle with the 
earth of the other side of the * world, jested. 
beneath it. 

i8i. The second brother, John, thus left 
the head of the family, was a stumpily made, 
snub- or rather*, knob-nosed, red-faced, bright- 
eyed, good-natured simpleton; with the most 
curiously subtle shrewdnesses, and obstinate 
faculties, excrescent through his simplicity. 

I believe he first tried to carry on his father's 
business; not prospering in that, after some 
pause and little-pleased scrutiny of him, he 
was established by my father as a wine-agent 
in Glasgow, in which business and town he 
remained, in a shamblijng, hand-to-^'mouth 
manner, some thirty years, a torment ta my 
father, of an extremely vexatious kind—^all the 
more that he was something of a jpoSsession 
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and vestige of his mother all the same. 

•was a quite first-rate chess-player and 
wl^ist-player; in business, he had a sort of 
chess and whist instinct for getting the better 
of ^ople, as if every dozen of sherry were a 
hand of cards; and would often, for the mere 
pleasure of playing a trick, lose a customer 
without really making a penny by him. 
Good-natured, as 1 said, with a rude founda* 
tion pf honesty at the bottom which made my 
father put up with him, (indeed, so far as 1 
can find out, no one of all my relations was 
ever dishonest at heart, and most of them 
have been only too simple,^ he never lied 
about his sherry or adulterated it, but tried 
to get little advantages in bargains, and make 
the customer himself to choose the worst wine 
at the money, and so on—trying always to 
get the most he could out of my father in the 
same way, yet affectionate in a dumb-doggish 
sort, and not ungraleful, he went scamblc- 
shambling on, a plague to the end, yet through 
dll, a nephew. , ^ 

^ f 82. William, the third of the Perth boys, 
had UL John's faults of disposition, but 
greatef ppwejTs, and, above all, resolution 
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and perseverance, with a rightly foresighted . 
pride, not satisfied in trivial or mometftary 
successes, but knitting itself into steady 
ambition, with some deep-set notions of dif^y 
and principles of conscience farther strength¬ 
ening it. His character, however, developed 
slowly, nor ever freed itself from the flaws 
which ran like a geological cleavage through 
the whole brotherhood: while his simplicities 
in youth were even more manifest than theirs, 
and as a schoolboy, he was certainly the 
awkwardest, and was thought the foolishest, 
of the four. 

He became,'- however, a laborious and 
sagacious medical student, came up to London 
to walk the hospitals; and on passing his 
examination for medical practitioner, was 
established by my father in a small shop 
in the Bays water Road, when he began— 
without purchase of any former favour, but 
camped there like a gipsy by the roadside,— 
general practice, chiefly among the poor; and 
not enough to live upon (br a year or tw6 
(without supplemental pork and applesatice 
from Denmark Hill), but ^conscientious and 
earnest, paying largely in gathered Icno'^ledge 
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insight. I shall often have occasion to 
of him hereafter; it is enough to say in 
aSvance that after a few years of this discipline 
he^took his dij>loma of M.D. with credit, and 
bec^e an excellent physician—and the best 
chess-player I have ever known. 


VOt. II 


s 



CHAPTER X. 


CKOSSMOUNT. 

I 

183. Mv best readers cannot but be alike 
astonished and disappointed that I have 
nothing set down of the conversation, gordial 
always, and if George Richmond were there> 
better than brilliant, which flowed at these 
above described Vandalic feasts. But it 
seemed to mc^that all the sap and bloom of 
it were lost in deliberate narrative, and its 
power shorn away if one could not record 
also the expression of the speaker; while of 
absolutely useful and tenable resulting sense, 
there was, to my unsympathetic mind, little 
to be got hold of. Turner resolutely refused 
to speak on the subject of art at all, and 
every ,one of us felt that we must ask him no 
questions in that direction.; while of what ahy 
other painter said, 1 was careless, regattlipg 
them all as limited to tHeir own fields, and 
unable to help me in mine. ^ “ 
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^ •! had two distinct instincts to be satisfied, 
jratfitr than ends in view, as 1 wrote day by 
day with higher-kindled feeling the second 
v^ume of 'Modern Painters.* The first, to 
explain to myself, and then demonstrate to 
others, the nature of that quality of beauty 
•which 1 now saw to exist through all the 
happy conditions of living organism; and 
down to the minutest detail and finished 
matewal structure naturally produced. The 
secoi^, to explain and illustrate the power of 
two schools of art unknown to the British 
public, that of Angelico in Florence, and 
Tintorct in Venice. 

T84. 1 have no knowledge, and can form no 
conjecture, of the extent to which the book in 
either direction accomplished its purpose. It 
is usually read only for its pretty passages; 
its theory of beauty is scarcely ever noticed,— 
its praise of Tintoret has never obtained the 
purchase of any goof! example of him for 
the National Gallery. But I permit myself— 
periiaps with vain complacency—the th<^ught 
t}|^t 1 have had considerable share in the 
movement which lid to the useful work of 
the Artind^l §ociety in Italy, and to the 



2^6 mjemajA, 

t 

enlai^xnent of the National collection hy 

its now valuable series of fourteenth«cestnrY 

\ 

religious paintings. 

The style of the book was formed on a new 
model, given me by Osborne Gordon. 1 Vas 
old enough now to feel that neither Johnsonian 
balance nor Byronic alliteration were ultimate, 
virtues in English prose; and I had been 
reading with care, on Gordon’s counsel, both 
for its arguments and its English, Richard 
Hooker’s * Ecclesiastical Polity.’ I had dways 
a trick of imitating, more or less, the last book 
I had read with admiration; and it farther 
seemed to me'that for the purposes of aiigu- 
ment, (and my own theme was, according 
to my notion, to be argued out invincibly,) 
Hooker’s English was the periectest existing 
model At all events, I did the best 1 then 
knew how, leaving no passage till I had put 
as much thought into it as it could be made to 
carry, and chosen the words with the utmost 
precision and tune I could give them. » 

For the first time in my life, when I hiid 
finished the last sentence, I was really tir^. 
In too long readings at (bxford 1 got' stupid 
and sleepy, but not fatigued i^noiy, h^>wevef, 
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distinctly that my head could do no 
«mj^; and with much satisfied thankfulness, 
after the revise bf the last sheet was sent to 
^nter, found myself on the bows of the little 
steamer, watching their magical division of the 
green waves between Dover and Calais. 

• 185. Little steamers they all were, then; 

nor in the (east well appointed, nor aspiring to 
any pride of shape or press of speed, their 
bits ^f sails i^orn and patched like those of an 
old ^shing-boat. Here, foi modest specimen 
of my then proper art style, I give my care¬ 
ful drawing of the loose lashed jib of one of 
them, as late as 1854.* The immeasurable 
delight to me of being able to loitei and swing 
about just over the bowspnt and watch the 
plunge of the bows, if there was the least 


* In which year we mubt have started impatiently, itgith- 

out our rubneal gooseberry pie, for I find the drawing is 

dated * 10th May, my father’s birthday,’ and thus elucidated, 

‘Opposite,’ (/ f on leaf of <f!ary,) ‘the jib of steamer seen 

from inside it on the deck The double curse at the base of 

il^is corpus, in reality the curves were a good deal broken, 

sail being warped like a piece of wetted pape** The 

nogs by which it holds, being altamatefy round and edge to 

die eye, are cunous. IJie hues are of course seams, which 

go to dm bottom of fte sail; the brown marks, running 

ibort tha iiiiMs way, are stains.’ 

* >». 
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swell or broken sea to lift them, with the hope^ 
of Calais at breakfast, and the horses' hteAds^ 
set straight for Mont Blanc to-morrow, is one 
of the few pleasures 1 look back to as quite 
uiimixed. In getting a Turner drawing I 
always wanted another; but 1 didn't want to 
be in more boats than one at once. « 

As 1 had done my second volume greatly 
to my father’s and mother’s delight, (they used 
both to cry a little, at least father gene¬ 
rally did, over the pretty passages, wljen I 
read them after breakfast,) it had been agreed 
that they should both go with me that summer 
to see all the tMngs and pictures spoken of,— 
Ilaria, and the Campo Santo, and St Mary's 
of the Thorn, and the School of St. Roch. 

Though tired, 1 was in excellent health, and 
proud hope; they also at their best and 
gladdest. And we had a happy walk up and 
down the quiet streets of Calais that day, 
before four o'clock dinner. 

186. I have dwelt with insistence in last 
chapter on my preference of the Hotel cfe 
Ville at Calais to the Alcazar of SeviHe. N^t 
that I was without love of ^)|frandeur ia*buiid- 
ings, but in that kind, Roufn ,fro6t and 



X. CROSSMOUNT. 


279 


Beauvais apse were literally the only pieces 
^thAt*canie up to my mark; ordinary minsters 
and palaceSi however they might set them- 
s^ves up for sublime, usually hurt me by 
sonTe manner of disproportion or pretence; 
and my best joys were in small pieces of 
^provincial building, full of character, and 
naturally graceful and right in their given 
manner. In this kind tlie little wooden belfry 
of £\(reux, of which Prout's drawing is pho- 
togr^hed at page 42 of my ' Memoir,' * is 
consummate; but the Calais one, though of 
far later and commoner style, is also match¬ 
less, far or near, in that rudo» way, and has 
been a perpetual delight and lesson to me. 
Prout has a little idealized it in the distance 
of the drawing of Calais Harbour, page 40 
in the same book; 1 never tried to draw it 
myself, the good of it being not in any 
sculpturesque detail, but in the complex plac¬ 
ing of its plain, square-cut props and ties, 
taking some pretence of pinnacle on them, 
ahd being really as«structurally useful, though 
thein linked circletting instead of their 
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weight. Tlicre was never time in the happ]^ 
afternoon to do this carefully enough, tUt^ga 
I got a colour-note once of the church-spirc, 
loved in a deeper w'ay, (* Modern Paintefs/ 
Vol. IV., Chap. I.,) but the belfry beat me. 
After all, the chief charm of it was in being 
seen from my bedroom at Desseins, and 
putting me to sleep and waking me with its 
chimes. 

187. Calais is properly a Flemish^ not 
French town (of course the present togvn is 
all, except belfry and church, built in the 
seventeenth century, no vestige remaining of 
Flantagenet Calais); it has no wooden houses, 
which mark the essential French civic style, 
but only brick or chalk ones, with, originally, 
most of them, good indented Flemish stone 
gables and tiled roofs. True French roofs 
arc never tiled, but slated, and have no in¬ 
dented gables, but bold dormer windows rising 
over the front, never,♦in any pretty street 
groups of them, without very definite e9tpres- 
sion ^of pride. Poor little# Calais had indeed 
nothing to be proud of, but it had *a quaipt 
look of contentment with ftself on tho^ easy 
terms; some dignity in its stroqg ramp&rts and 
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drawbridge gates; and, better than dignity, 

V 

«re^ ^wer and service in the half-mile of pier, 
reaching to the low-tide breakers across its 
fi|(Hd of sand.^ 

^nset, then, seen from the pier-head 
across those whispering fringes; belfry chime 
•at evening and morning; and the new life of 
that year, 1846, was begun. 

188. After our usual rest at Champagnolc, 
we went on Sver the Cenis to Turin, Verona, 
and ^enice; whereat I began showing my 
father all my new discoveries in architecture 
and painting. But tliere began now to assert 
itself a difference between us I*had not calcu¬ 
lated on. For the first time I verily perceived 
that my father was older than I, and not im¬ 
mediately nor easily to be put out of his way 
of thinking in anything. We had been en¬ 
tirely of one mind about the carved }X)rches of 

f 

Abbeville, and living pictures of Vandyck; but 
when my father now ftund himself required to 
admirb also flat walls, striped like the striped 
calico of an American flag, and oval-eyed paints 
Ijjce the figures on a Chinese teacup, he grew 
restive*. • Farther, •all the fine writing and 
polite fir/at of^ * Modem Painters ’ had never 
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reconciled him to my total resignation Mie . 
art of poetry; and beyond this, he enCi^ly^ 
and with acute sense of loss to himself, 
doubted and deplored my now constant ha(^t 
of making little patches and scratches of the 
sections and fractions of things in a notebook 
which used to live in my waistcoat pocket,, 
instead of the former Proutesque or Robertsian 
outline of grand buildings and sublime scenes. 
And 1 was the more viciouslj' stubborn in 
taking m3" own way, just because everybody 
was with him in these opinions; and 1 was 
more and more persuaded every day, that 
everybody wao always wrong. 

Often in my other books,—and now, once 
for all, and finally here,—I have to pray my 
readers to note that this continually increase 
ing arrogance was not founded on vanity in' 
me, but on sorrow. There is a vast difference 
—there is all the difference — between the 
vanity of displaying orFc’s own faculties, and 
the grief that other people do not us^ their 
own.^ Vanity would have tied me to continue 
writing and drawing what every one* praiseiji i 
and disciplining my owif already practised 
hand into finer dexterities. Put^I had no 
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^•ught but of learning more, and teaching 
grh^*truth 1 knew,—assuredly then, and ever 
since, for the student’s sake, not my own 
fa|Re’s; however sensitive 1 may be to the 
fam^ also, afterwards. 

189. Meantime, my father and 1 did not 

^et on well in Italy at all, and one of the 

worst, wasp-barbed, most tingling pangs of 

ray memory is yet of a sunn}^ afternoon at 

Pisa, ivhen, jtfst as we were driving past my 

pet Spina chapel, my father, waking out 

of a reverie, asked me suddenly, *John, what 

shall 1 give the coachman ? * Whereupon, I, 

instead of telling him what he asked me, as 1 

ought to have done with much complacency 

at being referred to on the matter, took upon 

me with impatience to reprove, and lament 

t>ver, my father’s hardness of heart, in thinking 

at that moment of sublunary ahairs. And the 

» 

spectral Spina of the chapel has stayed in my 
own heart ever since. • 

Noi^did things come right that year till we 
got to Chamouni, where, having seen ei\pugh 
bg this tkne of the upper snow, I was content 
to enjoy my momi]% walks in the valley with 
papa ahd inaigroa; after which, 1 had more 
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than enough to do among the lower rocks 2Rid 
woods till dinner time, and in watching 
of sunset afterwards from beneath the slopes 
of the Breven. ^ 

190. The last Chamouni entry, witfi its 
sequel, is perhaps worth keeping. 

'Aug. 23rd.—Rained nearly all day; but 
1 walked to the source of the Arveron— 
now a mighty fall down the rocks of the 
Montanvert; * note the intense 4carletty4)urple 
of the shattered larch stems, wet, opposed 
with yellow from decomposing turpentine; the 
alder stems looking much like birch, covered 
with the white branchy moss that looks like 
a coral. Went out again in the afternoon 
towards the Cascade des Peleims; surprised 
to see the real rain-clouds assume on the 
Breven, about one-third of its height, the 
form of cirri,—long, continuous, and delicate; 
the same tendency showing in the clouds 
all along the valley, %omt inclining to the 
fish-shape, and others to the cobweb-like 
wavy film/ 

'Lucerne, Aug. 31st. —The result of ^he 

t ^ • 

* The rocks over which the Glacier des Bois descends, I 
meant i 
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above phenomena was a little lift of the clouds 
gea^morning, which gave me some of the finest 
passages about Mont Blanc I ever beheld; 
and then, weather continually worse till now. 
We'liave had two days' ceaseless rain, this, 
the third, hardly interrupted, and the lake 
jight into the town.' 

.191. There was great joy in helping my 
mother from the door of the Cygne along a 
quartqf of a thile of extempore plank bridge 
in the streets, and in writing a rhymed letter 
in description of the lifted lake and swirling 
Reuss, to little Louise Ellis (Mr. Telford's 
niece, at this time one of the haf)py presences 
in Widmore), of which a line or two yet re¬ 
main in my ears, about a market boat moored 
above the submerged quay— 


‘ Full of mealy potatoes and marrowfat pease, 

And honey, and butter, and Simmenthal cheese, 
And a poor little calf, not at all at its ease, 

Tied by the neck to a box at its knees 
Don*t you agree with me, dear Louise, 

It waft unjustifiably cruel in 

Chem to have brought it in all that squeeze 

Over the lake from F^uelen ? ’ * 

# 

And *so home, tlflat year by Troyes, with 
my owif cajfs^mind also little at its ease, 
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under confused squeeze of Alps, clouds, S!dd 
architecture; yet finding room still ih^the 
waistcoat pocket for notes on the external 
tracery of St. Urbain, which fijjed that chulyih 
for me as the highest type of Gothic con¬ 
struction, and took me off all Italian models 
for the next four years. The abstraction! 
however, though St. Urbain began it, was 
not altogether that Saint’s fault. 

192. The press notices of niy^second volume 
had been either cautious or complimentary, 
—none, to the best of my memory, con¬ 
temptuous. My friends took much pleasure 
in it, and the estimate formed of it in the 
old Scott and John Murray circle was shown 
by Lockhart’s asking me that winter to review 
Lord Lindsay in the ‘Quarterly.’ I was shy 
of doing this, being well aware that Lord 
Lindsay knew much more about Italian paint¬ 
ing than I did; but I thought no one else 
likely to do it better, and had another motive 
to the business,—of an irresistible natui%. 

Tl^e little high-foreheaded Charlotte had 
by this time become a Scottish faii*y, 

Lady, and witch of the fsltallest sort, iooking 
as if she had just risen out, of rthe'stream 
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in* Rhymer's Glen, and could only be seen 
hyj/hvouring glance of moonlight over the 
Eildons. I used to sec her, however, some- 
tijpes, by the^ dim lamplight of this world, 
at Cady Davy's,—Sir Humphrey's widow,— 
whose' receptions in Park Street gathered 
jisually, with others, the literary and scientific 
men who had once known Abbotsford. But 
I never could contrive to come to any serious 
speech with ffer; and at last, with my usual 
wisdf^m in such matters, went away into 
Cumberland to recommend myself to her by 
writing a Quarterly Review. 

193. I went in the early spring* to the 
Salutation at Ambleside, then yet a country 
village, and its inn a country inn. But there, 
whether it was the grilled salmon for break¬ 
fast, or too prolonged reflections on the 
Celestial Hierarchies, 1 fell into a st^te of 
despondency till then unknown to me, and of 
which 1 knew not the*like again till fourteen 
years •afterwards. The whole morning was 
p£nful]y spent in • balancing phrases and 
fyym my»bokt, in the afternoons on Winder- 
mere, ft Appeared fb me that the water was 


* 1S47. 
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leaden, and the hills were low. Lockhart, pn 
the first reception of the laboured MS., asbed^ 
me to cut out all my best bits, (just as Keble 
.had done before with my prize poem). Jn 
both cases I submitted patiently to the loss 
of rhy feathers; but was seriously angry and 
disgusted when Lockhart also intimated to me 
that a sentence in which I had with perfect 
justice condemned Mr. Gaily Knight's repre¬ 
sentation * out of his own h jad' o^ San 
Michele at Lucca, could not — Mr. Gaily 

m % 

Knight being a proUg^ of Albemarle Street— 
appear in the ‘Quarterly.’ This first clear 
insight into the arts of bookselling and re¬ 
viewing made me permanently distrustful of 
both trades; and hearing no word, neither, 
of Charlotte’s taking the smallest interest in 
the celestial hierarchies, 1 returned to town 
in a temper and state of health in which my 
father and mother thought that once more 
the best place for me w<duld be Leamington. 

1 thought so myself, too; and went peni¬ 
tently again to Jephson, w;ho at once stopped 
the grilled salmon, and ordered ralts and 
promenade, as before. 

194. It chanced that at this ^time there was 
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Staying at Leamington, also under Jephsoii’s 

oar^^he son of an old friend, perhaps flame, 

of my father’s, Mrs. Farquharson,—a youth 

nc^ of some two or three-and-twenty, but 

who seemed to me older than myself, being 

already a man of some position and influence 

in Perthshire. A few years before he had 

come into possession, under trustees, of a 

large Highland estate, on the condition that 

he should chalige his name for that of Mac- 

donalj, (properly reduplicate, — Macdonald 

Macdonald,) considerable sums being reserved 

in the trustees’ hands by the terms of the will, 

for the purchase of more land. ‘•At that time 

his properties were St. Martin’s near Perth, 

where his mother lived ; Rossie Castle, above 

Montrose; another castle, with much rock 

and moor round it, name forgotten, just south 

> 

of Schehallien; and a shooting-lodge, Cross- 
' mount, at the foot of Schehallien, between 
Lochs Rannoch and •Tummel. The young 
Macdoftald had come to see us once or twice 
With his mother, at Denmark Hill, and, partly 
I oppose* at his mother’s instigation, partly, 
the staA know how,^took a true liking to me; 

which I^couid iDOt but answer with surprised 
, vou II, T 
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thankfulness. He was a thin, dark Higih** 
lander, with some expression of gloom G^«(h^ 
features when at rest, but with quite the 
sweetest smile for his friends that I liave 

4 ‘ 

ever seen, except in one friend of later ;fears, 
of whom in his place. 

He was zealous in the Scottish Evangelical 
Faith, and wholly true and upright in it, so 
far as any man can be true in any faith, who 
is bound by the laws, mode^, and ,landed 
estates of this civilized world. 

e 

195. Tlie thoughtful reader must have 
noted with some displeasure that I have 
scarcely, whether at college or at home, used 
the word ^friendship* with respect to any of 
my companions. The fact' is, I am a little 
puzzled by the specialty and singularity of 
poetical and classic friendship. I get, dis¬ 
tinctively, attached to places, to pictures, to 
dogs, cats, and girls: but I have had, Heaven 
be thanked, many and *lme friends, young and 
old, who have been of boundless hdp and 
goo^ to me,—nor I quite helpless to thdin; 
yet for none of whom have I ever obi^^ 
George Herbert’s mandate, “Thy friend pot: 
in thy bosom ; wear his eyes, still in thy heart, 
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thst he may see what’s there; if cause re- 
{juiwof thou art his sacrifice,” etc. Without 
thii^ing myself particularly wicked, 1 found 
nothing in my heart that seemed to me worth 
anyhbdy’s seeing; nor had I any curiosity 
for insight into those of otliers; nor had I 
any notion of being a sacrifice for them, 
or the least wish that they should exercise 
for my good any but their most pleasur¬ 
able accompliNhments,—Dawtrey Drewitt, for 
instance, being farther endeared because he 
could stand on his head, and catch vipers by 
the tail; Gershom Collingwood because he 
could sing French songs about the Earthly 
Paradise; and Alic Wedderburn, because he 
could swim into tarns and fetch out water- 
lilies for me, like a water-spaniel. And 1 
never expected that they should care much 
for me, but only that they should read my 
books; and looking back, I believe they liked 
and like me, nearly as well as if 1 hadn’t 
written any. 

^ ^96. First then, of this Love’s Meinie my 
own age, pr under it, William Macdonald took 
to me;'and got me*to promise, that autumn, 
to come«to him at Crossmount, where it was 
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his evangelical duty to do some shooting'*tn 
due season. 

I went into Scotland by Dunbar; saw again 
Loch Leven, Glen Farg, Rose Terrace, and 
the Inch of Perth; and went on, p>ensive 
enough, by Killiecrankie, to the clump of 
pines which sheltered my friend’s lodge from, 
the four winds of the wilderness. 

After once walking up Schehallien with him 
and his keepers, with such enteVtainmert as 1 
could find in the mewing and shrieking of 
some seventy or eighty grey hares, who were 
brought down in bags and given to the poorer 
tenantry; and forming final opinion that the 
poorer tenantry might better have been per¬ 
mitted to find the stock of their hare-soup 
for themselves, I forswore further fashion¬ 
able amusement, and set myself, when the 
days were fine, to the laborious eradication 
of a crop of thistles, which had been too 
successfully grown by northern agriculture 
in one of the best bits of unboggy ground 
by the Tummel. 

197. I have carelessly omitted noticing till 
now, that the ambitions fh practical garden* 
ing, of which the germs, as. afotesdSd, had 
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been blighted at Herne Hill, nevertheless still 
prc^kd over the contemplative philosophy in 
me so far as to rekindle the original instinct 
of^Hiking to dig a hole, whenever I got leave. 
Sometimes, in the kitchen garden of Denmark 
Hill, the hole became a useful furrow; but 
^hen once the potatoes and beans were set, 
I got no outlet nor inlet for my excavalory 
fancy or skill during the rest of the year. 
The thistle-iifld at Crossmount was an in- 
herit^ce of amethystine treasure to me; and 
the working hours in it are among the few in 
my life which I remember with entire serenity 
—as being certain I could have spent them no 
better. For I had wise—though I say it— 
thoughts in them, loo many to set down here 
(they arc scattered afterwards up and down 
in *Fors’ and ^Munera Pulveris’), and whole¬ 
some sleep after them, in spite of the qwls, 

who were many, in the clumps of pine by 

* _ 

Tummel shore. * 

Mo^ly a quiet stream there, through the 
bo^, with only a bk of step or tumble ^ foot 
o|^ two high on occasion; above which 1 was 
able jraetically to*ascertain for myself the 
exact (k>w^r level water in a current at 
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the top of a fall. I need not say that on the 
Cumberland and Swiss lakes, and withim'and 
without the Lido, I had learned by this time 
how to manage a boat—an extremely diflfei 4 iit 
thing, be it observed, from steering one in a 
race; and the little two-foot steps of Tummel 
were, for scientific purposes, as good as falls 
twenty or two hundred feet high. I found 
that I could put the stern of my boat full 
six inches into the air over tKc top of one 
of these little falls, and hold it there, with 
very short sculls, against the /eifel* stream, 
with perfect ease for any time I liked; and 
any child of \en years old may do the same. 
The nonsense written about the terror of 
feeling streams quicken as they approach a 
mill weir is in a high degree dangerous, in 
making giddy water parties lose their presence 
of mind if any such chance take them un¬ 
awares. And (to get this needful bit of brag, 
and others connected with it, out of the way 
at once), I have to say that half my‘’power 
of ascertaining facts of any kind connected 
with the arts, is in my stern habit'of'doini^ 

u 

* Dtstingttish carefully between thh ard a ^oiuKg 
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tHfe thing with my own hands till I know its 
<fii^uUy; and though 1 have no time nor 
wish to acquire showy skill in anything, I 
m^ke myself clear as to what the skill means, 

ft ^ 

and is. Thus, when 1 had to direct road- 
making at Oxford, I sate, myself, with an 

• iron-masked stone-breaker, on his heap, to 
break stones beside the London road, just 
under Ifiley Hill, till I knew how to advise 
my t#o impdluous pupils to effect their pur- 
posqg in that matter, instead of breaking the 

« 

heads of their hammers off, (a serious item 
in our daily expenses). 1 learned from an 
Irish street crossing-sweeper what he could 
teach me of sweeping; but found myself 
in that matter nearly his match, from my 
boy-gardening; and again and again I swept 
bits of St. Giles’ foot-pavements, showing 
my corps of subordinates how to finish ‘into 

* depths of gutter. I worked with a carpenter 
until I could take aft even shaving six feet 
longVdr a board; and painted enough with 
^operiy and delightfully soppy greei^ paint 
tp feel the master’s superiority in the use of 
a blunf brush. %ut among all these and 
other *such ^udentships, the reader will be 
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surprised, I think, to hear, seriously, that 
the instrument I finally decided to bef^h^ 
most diflicult of management was the trowel 
For accumulated months of my boy's lifcf^l 
watched bricklaying and paving; * but wrfen I 
took the trowel into my own hand, abandoned 
at once all hope of attaining the least real« 
skill with it, unless 1 gave up all thoughts' 
of any future literary or political career. But 
the quite happiest bit of manuaF work I ever 
did was for my mother in the old inn at^Sixt, 
where she alleged the stone staircase to have 
become unpleasantly dirty, since last year. 
Nobody in tha inn appearing to think it pos¬ 
sible to wash it, I brought the necessary 
buckets of water from the yard myself, poured 
them into beautiful image of Versailles water¬ 
works down the fifteen or twenty steps of 
the great staircase, and with the strongest 
broom I could find, cleaned every step into 


* Of our paviour friends, Mr. and Mrs. Dupves (w 
always spelt and pronounced Depree), of Langley, ney^r 
Slough,^ and Gray’s Inn fpronouoced Grazen) lime, in 
Ix)ndon (see the seventh number of * Dilecta *). ,The laying 
of the pro]y*r quantity of sand under the ^vemtnf sto&& 
l>eing a piece of irowebhandling as subtle as spreading the 
mortar under a brick. « 
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its corners. It was quite lovely work to 
the water and drive the mud, from 
ea^, with accumulating splash down to the 
n^nct one. 

1 98 . I must return for a moment to the 
clumps of pine at Crossmount, and their 
^company of owls, because — whatever wise 
people may say of them—I at least myself 
have found the owl’s cry always prophetic 
of m^chief me; and though 1 got wiser, 
as aforesaid, in my field of thistles, yet the 
* Scottish Athcnr put on against me at that 
time her closed visor (not that Greek helmets 
ever have a visor, but when •Athena hides 
her face, she throws her casque forward and 
down, and only looks through the oval aper* 
tures of it). Her adversity to me at this time 
was shown by my loss of Miss Lockhart, 
whom I saw for the last time at one of Lady 
' Davy’s dinners, where Mr. Hope-Scott took 
the foot of the table. • Lady Davy had given 
me Miss Lockhart to take down, but I found 
site didn’t care for, a word I said; an^j Mr. 
Gladstone was on the other side of her—and 
the pr&ck>iis mom^ts were all thrown away 
in quarreiyng^ across her, with him, about 
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Neapolitan prisons.* He couldn't sec, as® I 
did, that the real prisoners were the p 4 i|{|>l<i 
outside. 

199. Meantime, restraining t|ie ideals a\id 
assuaging the disappointments of my outer- 
world life, the home-work went on with en¬ 
tirely useful steadiness. The admiration of* 
tree-branches taught me at Fontainebleau, led 
me now into careful discernment of their 
species; and while my father,* as was his 
custom, read to my mother and me for, half- 
an-hour after breakfast, I always had a fresh- 
gathered outer spray of a tree before me, of 
which the motle of growth, with a single leaf 
full size, had to be done at that sitting in fine 
pen outline, filled with the simple colour of 
the leaf at one wash. On fine days, when 
the grass was dry, I used to lie down ,on it 
and draw the blades as they grew, with the 
ground herbage of buttercup or hawk weed 
mixed among them, uhtil every square foot 
of meadow, or mossy bank, became an ihfinite 
picture and possession to* me, and the grace 
and adjustment to each other of^growii|)g 


• Anit, p, 74, § 51,^ 
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tolivesi a subject of more curious interest to 
the composition of any painter’s 
master-piece. The love of complexity and 
qifantity before noticed as influencing my pre¬ 
ference of flamboyant to purer architecture, 
was here satisfied, without qualifying sense 
•of wasted labour, by what I felt to be the 
constant working of Omnipotent kindness in 
the fabric of the food-giving tissues of the 
earthy nor l&s, morning after morning, did 1 
rejoifie in the traceries and the painted glass 
of the sky at sunrise. 

This physical study had, I find, since 1842, 
when it began, advanced in skfll until now in 
1S47, Leamington, it had proceeded into 
botanical detail; and the collection of material 
for ‘ Proserpina ’ began then, singularly, with 
the analysis of a thistic-top, as the foundation 
of all my political economy was dug down 
to, through the thistle-field of Crossmount. * 

200. ‘Analysis' of*thistle-top, I say; not 
‘ diss&tion,' nor microscopic poring into. 

Flowers, like everything else that isJovely 
19 the Visible world, are only to be seen 
lightly T^ith the eyes which the God who made 
them gav^us4 and neither with microscopes 
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nor spectacles. These have their uses for tiie 
curious and the aged; as stilts and crut||{ieff 
have for people who want to walk in mud, 
or cannot safely walk but on tjjree legs arty- 
where. But in health of mind and fiody, 
men should see with their own eyes, hear and 
speak without trumpets, walk on their feet,« 
not on wheels, and work and war with their 
arms, not with engine - beams, nor rifles 
warranted to kill twenty men at *a shot l^efore 
you can see them. The use of the ,great 
mechanicnl powers may indeed sometimes be 
compatible with the due exercise of our own; 
but the use of instruments for exaggerating 
the powers of sight necessarily deprives us 
of the best pleasures of sight. A flower is 
to be watched as it grows, in its association 
with the earth, the air, and the dew; its 
leaves are to be seen as they expand in sun¬ 
shine ; its colours, as they embroider the field/ 
or illumine the forest.* Dissect or magnify 
them, and all you discover or learn 6t last 
will ^e that oaks, roses, and daisies, are all 
made of fibres and bubbles; and these agai[^ 
of charcoal and water; * but, for vdl their 
peeping and probing, nobody {tno]vs liow. 
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«20i« And far more difficult work than this 
jri^^n foot in other directions. Too sorrow¬ 
fully it had now become plain to me that 
nether George Herbert, nor Richard Hooker, 
nor^enry Melvill, nor Thomas Dale, nor the 
Dean of Christ Church, nor the Bishop of 
, Oxford, could in anywise explain to me what 
Turner meant, by the contest of Apollo with the 
Python, or by the repose of the great dragon 
abov^the Gafden of the Hesperides. 

For such nearer Python as might wreathe 
* itself against my own now gathering strength, 
—^for such serpent of Eternity as might reveal 
its awe to me amidst the sands even of Forest 
Hill or Addington Heath, 1 was yet wholly 
unprepared. 

All that I had been taught had to be 
questioned; all that I had trusted, proved. I 
cannot enter yet into any account of this trial; 
but the following fragment of 1847 diary ’will 
inform the reader eifough of the courses of 
thought which I was being led into beside the 
lilies of Avon, and under the moundi^ that 
Vfert once the walls, of Kenilworth. 

202.* ^It was coW and dark and gusty and 
raining by fi^s, at two o'clock to-day, and 
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i. 

until four; but I went out, determined to ha^ 

my walk, get wet or no. » t 

* I took the road to the village where i1«d 

been the first day with Macdonald, and abo^ut 

a mile and a half out, I was driven by thef rain 

into a little cottage, remarkable outside for 

two of the most noble groups of hollyhocks I 

ever saw—one rose-colour passing into purple, 

and the other rich purple and opposed by a 

beautiful sulphur yellow one. k was a^out a 

* 

quarter to five, and they (the woman and her 
mother) were taking their tea (pretty strong,* 
and without milk) and white bread. Round 
the room were hung several prints of the 
Crucifixion, and some Old Testament subjects, 
and two bits of tolerable miniature; one in 
what 1 thought at first was an uniform, but 
it was the footman's dress of the woman's 
second son, who is with a master in Learning* 
ton; the other a portrait of a more distingud* 
looking personage, who 1 found on inquiiy, 
was the eldest son, cook in the Bu^ inn 
at Carlisle. Inquiring about the clergyman^ 
of the village, the woman—whose»name, 1 
found, was Sabina—said they had last their 
best earthly friend, the late cl^gyman, a 
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Vbc. Waller, 1 think, who had been with them 

It 

'jipv^rds of eleven years, and had'got them 
into that cottage; her husband having been in 
hja service, and he fretted himself^ she said, 
too tfiuch, about getting them into it, and" never 
lived to see them in it after all, dying of de> 
^ dine in London. She spoke of him with tears 
in her eyes. I looked at the books lying on 
the table, well used all of them, and found 
three^ Bibles^i three Prayer Books, a trcatise 
on practical Christianity, another on scrious- 
*^ness in religion, and Baxter's ‘‘Saint's Rest.” 
I asked her if they read no books but religious 
ones. “ No, sir; I should be^ very sorry if 
there were any others in my house,'' said she. 
As I took up the largest Bible, she said “it 
’ was a nice print, but sadly tattered; she 
wished she could get it bound.'' This 1 
promised to get done for her, and left her 
much pleased. 

Mt had rained har^ while I stayed in the 
cottage, but had ceased when I went on, and 
presently appeared such a bright bar of streaky 

* n 

sky in *the west, seen over the glittering 
1)edges,«as made my heart leap again, it put 
so much of old feelings into me of far-away 
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hills and fountains of morning light; and the 
sun came out presently, and every shal:^ of 
the trees shook down more light upon the 
grass. And so 1 came to the village and 
stood'leaning on the churchyard gate^ lodging 
at the sheep nibbling and resting axnong the 
graves (newly watered they lay, and fresh, 
like a held of precious seed). One narrow 
stream of light ran in ups and downs across 
them, but the shadow of the chi.'rch fell over 
most—the pretty little grey church, now one 
dark mass against the intense golden glitter-* 
ing sky; and to make it sweeter still, the 
churchyard i<^clf rose steeply, so that its 
own grand line came against this same light 
at last.' 



CHAPTER XI. 


L’HOTEL DU MONT BLANC. 

Ct 

203. The little inn at Samoens, where I 
washed the stairs down for my mother,* was 
just l^hind Uie group of houses of which 1 
gave a carefully coloured sketch to Mrs. John 
«6imoR, who, in my mother's old age, was her 
most deeply trusted friend. She, with her 
husband, love Savoy even more^than I; were 
kinder to Joseph Couttet to the last, and are 
so still to his daughter Judith. 

The Samoens inn was, however, a too un¬ 
favourable type of the things which—in my 
good old times—one had sometimes to put 
up with, and rather liked having to put up 
^with. in Savoy. Thc.central example of the 
sort of house one went there to live in, was 

^ * I have myself washad a flight of stone stairs al^down, 
with bttcket^and broom, in a Savoy Inn, where they hadn’t 
washed yieir stairs since they flrsl went up them ; and I 
never made^ better sketSi than that afternoon.* (Ses. and 
La., 6138.) 

VOL. II. • • 3®5 U 
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the Hotel du Mont Blanc at St. Martin’s; to 
me, certainly, of all my inn homes, the tJiEV^t 
eventful, pathetic, and sacred. How to bqgin 
speaking of it, I do not know; still less hew 
to end; but here are three entries, consectStive, 
in my diary of 1849, which may lead me a 
little on my way. 

204. ‘St. Martin’s, evening, July iitb. 
What a strange contrast there is between 
these lower valleys, with their *bver-wrought 
richness mixed with signs of waste^ and 
disease, their wild noon-winds shaking their^' 
leaves into palsy, and the dark storms fold¬ 
ing themselves about their steep mural pre¬ 
cipices, — between these and the pastoral 
green, pure aiguilles, and fleecy rain-clouds of 
Chamouni; yet nothing could be more divine 
than (to-day) the great valley of level corn¬ 
field; half, smooth close to the ground, yet 
yellow and warm with stubble; half, laden 
with sheaves; the vLies in massy green 
above, with Indian corn, and the rich brown 
and white cottages (in midst of them). 

July 13th. 1 walked with my father last 

r 

night up to the vine-covered cottages under 
the Aiguille de Varens, 
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5 uly Z5th, Samoens. We had a stony 
traverse in chars from St. Martin's 
yesterday, and a hot walk this morning over 
tM ground between this (Samoens) and Sixt. 
As l^passed through the cornfields, 1 found 
they gave me a pleasant feeling by reminding 
me of Leamington.' 

*We' in this entry means only my father 
and mother and I; poor Mary was with us 
no m«re. She had got married, as girls 
alwavs will,—the foolish creatures I—however 
happy they might be at home, or abroad, 
with their own people. 

Mary heartily loved her aunt and uncle, 
by this time, and was sorry to leave them ; 
yet she must needs marry her brother-in-law, 
a good, quiet London solicitor, and was now 
deep in household cares in a dull street, 
Pimlico way, when she might have been g^ily 
helping me to sweep the stairs at Samoens, 

I* 

and gather bluets * iif those Leamington-like 
cornfields. 

205. The sentence about * noon-wind' gefers 

^ The^lse centaury-lice five gentians in a level cluster. 
Among the corn, it teaches, like the poppy, that everything 
iitk*t moA to he caicn. 
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to a character of the great valleys on the nofth 
of the main Alpine chain, which curiflj^y 
separates them from those of the Italian side., 
These great northern valleys are, in the main, 
four, — those of the Rhine (the Grisons), 
of the Reuss (Canton Uri), of the Rhone 
(Canton Valais), and the Arve (Faucigny),—- 
all of them in ordinarily fine summer weather 
oppressed by quiet heat in the early part 
of the day, then burst in ujwn by* wild 
wind blowing up the valley about ,noon, 
or later; a diurnal storm which raises the 
dust in whirlwinds, and wholly prevents the 
growth of firees in any beautiful forms, 
their branches being daily tormented into 
every irregular and fretful curve they can 
be strained to, and their leaves wrung round 
on the stalks, so that half their vitality is 
tom out of them. 

Strangely,’and, so far as I know, without^ 
notice by scientific merf of the difference, the 
Italian valleys are, in the greater nunlber of 
them; redeemed from this- calamitous law. I 
have not lately been in either Val d^Aosta, pr 
the Valtelline, nor ever ilayed in ftie upper 
valley of the Adige; but neithercin 9 ic Val 
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Anzasca, the Val Formazza, the Val d’Iscllai 
pfjjtxc southern St. Gothard, is there any 
trace of the action of malignant wind like 
t^is northern one, wliich 1 suppose to be, in 
the Essence of it, the summer form of the 
bise. It arises, too fatally, punctual to the 
^noon, in the brightest days of spring all over 
western Savoy. 

Be that as it may, in the fields neighbour¬ 
ing tjje two •i.dllages which mark the eastern 
and western extremities of the chain of Mont 
•Blanc, — Sallenches, namely, and Martigny, 
.where 1 have passed many of the most 
serviceable days of my life,—this noon wind, 
associated with inundation, is one of the 
chief agents in producing the character of 
the whole scene, and in forming the tenjpers 
of the inhabitants. Very early my mind 
became fixed on this their physical disU'pss, 
issuing finally not in the distortion of grow¬ 
ing trees only, but ^in abortion of human 
form •and mind, while yet the roots of 
bl^uty and virtue^ remained always ^f the 
same strength in the race; so that, however 
t^mated by cretinism, the Savoyard and 
Valaisan retain to this day their vigorous 
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personal character, wherever the conditions' 
of ordinary health are observed for them;^k^ 
206. So earnestly was my heart set on dis-^ 
covering and contending with the neglect axid 
error which were the causes of so greaf evil 
to so noble a people, that — I must here 
anticipate the progress of many years—1 was» 
in treaty again and again for pieces of land 
near the chain of Mont Blanc on which I 
thought to establish my life, and round, which 
to direct its best energies. I first actually 
bought the piece of meadow in Chamouni 
above the chalets of Blaitiere; but sold it 

I 

on perceiving‘what ruin was inevitable in the 
valley after it became a tourist rendezvous. 
Next, I entered into treaty with the Commune 
of Bonneville for the purchase of the whole 
top of the Brezon; but this negotiation came 
to nothing, because the Commune, unable to 
see why anybody should want to buy a waste 
of barren rock, with pasturage only for a few 
goats in the summer, concluded that I had 
found, a gold mine or a coal-bed in it, and 
raised their price on me till I left the Bream 
on their hands: (Osborue Gordon ‘havi^ 
also walked up with me to^my piopoa^ 
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hennitage, and, with his usual sagacity^ cal- 
xU||iled the daily expense of getting anything, 
to eat^ up those 4,000 feet from the plain). 

•*207. Next, 1 was tempted by a grand, 
fouifeenth century, square-set castle, with 
walls six feet thick, and four round towers, 
cone-roofed, at the angles, on the west bank 
of the Arve, below La Roche: but this baro¬ 
nial residence having been for many years 
uaedd>y the*farmer to whom it belonged for 
his [pit store, and the three floors of it only 
accessible by ladders through trap doors in 
them, and soaked through with the juice of 
rotten apples and plums;—so •that the most 
feasible way of making the place habitable 
would have been to set fire to the whole, and 
refit the old masonry with an inner lodging 
of new wood,—(which might as well have 
been built inside a mountain cave at once as 
;.within those six-feet thick of cemented rock,) 
-^1 abandoned also ^he idea of this gloomy 
magifificence, and remained fancy-free till 
jiByo, when I again was about to enigr into 
^aty fbr a farm two thousand feet above 
Mardftny, on the ffdge separating the Forclaz 
imoL Ibe gle^of the Trient, and commanding 
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view of the wliolc valley of the Rhone,, wealth 
ward to Sierre, and northward to Bex. Ddl^jgn 
ended by my illness at Matlock, and following 
sorrow; of which in their due time. 

Up to the year with which I am now*con« 
cerned, however, 1849, when I was just thirty, 
no plans of this sort, had dawned on me: but« 
the journeying of the year, mostly alone, by 
the Alice Blanche and Col de Ferret round 
Mont Blanc and then to ZenAatt, fois the 
work chiefly necessary to the fourth vojume 
of * Modem Painters,* gave me the melancholy 
knowledge of the agricultural condition of the 
great Alpine chain which was the origin of 
the design of St. George's Guild; and that 
walk with my father at St. Martin's virtually 
closed the days of youthful happiness, and 
began my true work in the world—for what 
it is worth. 

208. An entry or two from the beginning 
of the year may be permitted, connecting old 
times with new. • 

‘April 15 th, Wednesday... Left home, stayeSd 
at Folkestone, happy, but with bad cough, and 
slight feverish feeling, till Monday. *Ch> 58 ed 
to Boulogne, with desperate ,co]d eDming 
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oir. Wrote half letter to Miss Wcdderburn/ 
(aftjlh'^ards Mrs. Blackburn,) ' in carriage, 
going over:* the carriages, of course, in old 
tiiftes being lashed on the deck, one sat inside, 
eith& for dignity or shelter. 

April 24th, Tuesday. To Paris on rail. 
•Next morning, very thankfully changing 
horses, by as lovely sunshine as ever 1 saw, 
at Charenton. Slept at Sens. Thursday, 
Mont4)ard; ^^riday, Dijon. All these even¬ 
ings was working hard at my last plate of 
Tjiotto.’ (G.’s tower, 1 meant; frontispiece 
to * Seven Lamps,* first edition.) ‘ Stopped 
behind in the lovely morning •at Sens, and 
went after my father and mother an hour 
later.* It was very cold, and 1 was driven 
out by the fires going out, it being in the 
lar^ room at the back of the yard, with oil 
pictures only to be got at through my father’s 
bedroom.t 

April 29th, Sunday; was a threatening day 

at CRampagnole. We Just walked to the 

• 

* They had given me* a little brougham to myftlf, like 
the huntingfdoctor’s in ' Punch,* so that 1 could stop behiad, 
aid catch l^em up whei%E chose. 

« t The inn is fully and exquisitely described by Dickens in 
^ *Mcs. Iilripes*f L^gings.’ 
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entrance of the wood and back,—1 colded 
and coughing, and generally headachy^^n 
the evening the landlady, who noticed my 
illness, made me some syrup of violets. 
Whether by fancy, or chance, or by ^i^irtue 
of violet tea, 1 got better thenceforward, and 
have, thank God, had no cold since!' (Diaryc 
veiy slovenly hereabouts; I am obliged to 
mend a phrase or two.) 

209. ‘ Monday, 30th April. • To Geneva, 
through a good deal of snow, by St. Ceryues; 
which frightened my mother, they having a* 
restive horse in their carriage. She got out 
on a bank near where 1 saw the first gentians, 
and got into mine, as far as St. Cergues.* (It 
is deserving of record that at this time, just 
on the point of coming in sight of the Alps— 

and that for the first time for three years, a 

* 

moment which I had looked forward to think¬ 
ing I should be almost fainting with joy^ 
and want to lie down on the earth and take 
it in my arms-at this time, 1 say, *1 was 
irrecoverably sulky because Geoige had dot 
got me butter to my bread at Les Rousses.) ^ 

Tuesday, 1st May. Walked about Genei^ 
went to Bauttes^ and drew woo^ a^entonea.- 
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•Thursday, 3rd May, Chambery. Up the hill 
' looks towards Aix, with iny father and 
imother; had a chat with an old man, a pro- 
plfetor of some land on the hillside, who com- 
plai&d bitterly that the priests and the revenue 
officers seized everything, and that nothing 
» but black bread was left for the peasant.* 
Friday, 4th May. Half breakfasted at 
Chambery; started about seven for St. 
Laurant du Font, thence up to the Chartreuse, 
and jralked down (all of us); which, however, 
"being done'in a hurry, I little enjoyed. But 
a walk after dinner up to a small chapel, 
placed on a waving group of mounds, covered 
with the most smooth and soft sward, over 
whose sunny gold came the dark piny preci¬ 
pices of the Chartreuse hills, gave me infinite 
pleasure. 1 had seen also for the third time, 
by the Chartreuse torrent, the most wonder¬ 
ful of all Alpine birds—a grey, fluttering 
stealthy creature, abotit the size of a sparrow, 
but df colder grey, and more graceful, which 
iTaunts the sides* of the fiercest tqfrents. 
There is something more strange in it than 
/ • • • 

^ • Complaintt of this kind always mean that you are near 
m Isainiw capitakor town. In this case, Aix les Bains. 
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in the seagull —tluxt seems a powerful crea¬ 
ture ; and the power of the sea, not of rfjfnd 
SO adverse, so hopelessly destructive; but 
this small creature, silent, tender and ligllti 
almost like a moth in its low and irr^g^lar 
flight,—almost touching with its wings the 
crests of waves that would overthrow a# 
granite wall, and haunting the hollows of 
the black, cold, herbless rocks that are con¬ 
tinually shaken by their spray,* has perhaps 
the nearest approach to the look of a ^spiri¬ 
tual existence 1 know in animal life. 

210. Saturday, May 5th. Back to Cham- 
bery, and up by Rousseau's house to the 
point where the thunder-shower came down 
on us three years ago.' 

I think it was extremely pretty and free¬ 
hearted of my mother to make these reverent 
pilgrimages to Rousseau's house.* 

* * Les Charmettes.’ So also * un d^tachement de la 
trouj>e ’ (of his schoolboys! ' soi^ la conduitc de Mr. Topfier, 
qui ne sail pas le chemin, entreprend-de giavir le exfteau des 
Charmettes, pour .iitetndre k rhabitation de Jean«Jacq»ea 
Roussen ’—in the year 1833; afid an admirably faithful 
and vivid drawing of the place, as it then stood «(unchanged 
till 1849, when papa and mamma gnd their little f»t. Pre6x 
saw it), is given by Mr. Topffer’s own hand on p. 17 0^ huk 
work here quoted, * Voyage k la Grande pha^reust’ ^18 35! 
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•With whom I must licre thankfully name, 
my own masters, also St. Pierre: 1 
having shamefully forgotten hitherto the 
iipmense influence of * Paul and Virginia' 
amidst my early readings, Rousseau's effec¬ 
tive political power 1 did not know till much 
plater. 

211. Richard Fall arrived that Saturday at 
Chambery; and by way of amends for our 
lost ^elsh 4 our, (above, p. 89, vol. ii.,) 1 
took him to Vevay and Chamouni, where, on 
-May 14th, the snow was still down to the 
valley; crisp f**ost everywhere; the Montan- 
vert path entirely hidden, anck clear slopes 
down all the couloirs perfectly even and 
smooth—ten to twenty feet deep of good, 
compact snow; no treacherous surface beds 
that could slip one over the other. 

Couttet and I took Richard up to the 
cabane of the Montanvert, memory of * the 
long snow walks at Berne Hill now mingling 
tenderiy with the cloudless brightness of the 
Mier de Glace, in its robe of winter qmine. 


No venturing on that, however, of course, 
with c^ory crevasile hidden; and nobody at 
cabane; so we took Richard back to 
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the first couloir, showed him how to use loot . 
and pole, to check himself if he went too*|Mf^ 
or got head-foremost; and we slid down the 
two thousand feet to the source of 
Arveron, in some seven or eight minufes;* 
Richard vouchsafing his entire, approval of 
that manner of progression by the single sig-*, 
nificant epithet, * Pernicious! * 

It was the last of our winter walks together. 
Richard did not die, like Charles, but he 
went on the Stock Exchange; married a ^^fe, 
very nice and pretty; then grew rich; helJ^^ 
a rich man's faiths in political economy; and 
bought bad prints of clipper packets in green 
sea; and so we gradually gave each other up 
—with all good wishes on both sides. But 
Richard, having no more winter walks, be¬ 
came too fat and well liking when he was 
past fifty—and did die, then; to his sister's 
great surprise and mine. The loss of him 
broke her heart, and she soon followed him. 

212. During her forty-five or fifty "years 
of lif4;. Eliza Fall (had she but been mmSA 

* 

* Including eCstAtic or contemplative rests: of CAUfse 
goes much faster than 200 feet a minute, on good snow, 
an angle of 30*. * 
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Ettc&beth instead, I should have liked her 
<;vaj^*8Q much better,) remained an entirely 
worthy and unworldly girl and woman, of true 
s^ice and counsel always to her brother and 
me; luring for us both much more than she 
was cared for.;—to my mother an affectionate 
^and always acceptable, calling and chatting, 
friend: capable and intelligent from her 
earliest youth, nor without graceful fancy and 
ration^ poetic power. She wrote far better 
verses than ever I did, and might have drawn 
'^ell, but had always what my mother called 
' peijinketty' ways, which made her typically 
an old maid in later years. 1 imagine that, 
without the least unkind severity, she was 
yet much of a Puntan at heart, and one 
rarely heard, if ever, of her going to a theatre, 
or a rout, or a cricket-match; yet she was 
brilliant at a Christmas party, acted any 
part—that depended on whalebone—admir¬ 
ably, and was extremely witty in a charade. 
She ftlt herself sorrowfully turned out of 


hdk own house an<l place when her brother 
married, and spent most of her summers in 

ti&vel, width another wise old maid for com- 

/ 

|»jnion3 Then^ Richard and his wife went to 
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live in Clapham Park; and Eliza stayqd# 

wistfully alone, in her child’s home, a 

_ 

while. The lease expired, I suppose, and 
she did not care to renew it. The last tisro 
1 saw her, she was enjoying some sc^t of 
town life in New Bond Street. ^ 

Little 1 thought, in clasping Richard’s hand 
on the ridge of the Jaman that spring,—he 
going down into the Simmenthal, 1 back to 
Vevay,—that our companying 4ogethg- was 
ended: but 1 never have known anything of 
what was most seriously happening to me tili^ 
afterwards; this—unastrological readers will 
please to not;?—being one of the leaden in¬ 
fluences on me of the planet Saturn. 

213. My father and mother were waiting 
for me at Geneva, and we set out, with short 
delay, for St, Martin's. 

The road from Geneva to Chamouni, pass* 
ing the extremity of the Sal^ve about five 
miles south of the cityreaches at that point 
the sandy plateau of Annemasse, where^ forms 
of passport had (anciently) to be transacted, 
which gave a quarter of an hour for contem¬ 
plation of what the day had to do. „ 

From the street of the straggling-villag^' 
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one saw over the undulations of the nearer, 
level of the distant, plain, a mass 
of rocky mountains, presenting for the most 
paft their cliffs to the approaching traveller, 
and tossing their crests back in careless 
pride, above the district of well inhabited, 
J[9Ut seldom traversed, ravines which wind 
between the lake of Annecy and vale of 
Sallenches. 

Of 4hese fhe nearest — yet about twelve 
miles^ distant—is the before-named Brezon, a 
majestic, but unlerrific, fortalice of cliff, forest, 
and meadow, with unseen nests of village, 
and unexpected balm and hon<^ of garden 
and orchard nursed in its recesses. The 
horses have to rest at Bonneville before we 
reach the foot of it; and the line, of its 
foundation first, and then of the loftier Mont 
Vergy, must be followed for seven or eight 
miles, without hope apparently of gaining 
access to the inner rflountain world, except 
by fooQ)ath. 

it4. A way is opened at last by the W^rve, 
w^ch, rashing furiously through a cleft 
ai^TordinS; room onl^for road and river, grants 
etitrancd, wben^he strait is passed, to a valley 

VOL. 11. X 
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without the like of it among the Alps. 
all other avenues of approach to their c^^£rrl 
crests the torrents fall steeply, and in {dacei 
appear to be still cutting their channels deefler^ 
while their lateral cliffs have evidently tSen in 
earlier time, at intervals, connected,* and rent 
or worn asunder by traceable violence 
decay. But the valley of Cluse is in reality a 
narrow plain between two chains of mountains 
which have never been united, BUt each inde¬ 
pendently * raised, shattered, and softened 
into their present forms; while the river, 
instead of deepening the ravine it descends, 
has filled it lo an unknown depth with beds 
of glacial sand, increased annually, though 
insensibly, by its wandering floods; but now 
practically level, and for the most part tenable, 
with a little logwork to fence off the stream at 
its angles, in large spaces of cultivable land. 

In several turns of the valley the lateral 
cliffs go plumb down into these fields as if 
into a green lake; but usually, slo]^ of 
shale^ now forest-hidden, ascend to heights 
of six or seven hundred feet before the d^a 

* In the same epoch of time, however. See Mr. CoHlagti' ' 
wood’s * Limestone Alps of Savoy.* 
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iNMin; then the mountain above becomes 
a fortress wall, partly banks of turf 
ascending around its bastions or between, but 
ahfrays guarded from avalanche by higher 
woods or rocks; the snows melting in early 
spring, and falling in countless cascades, 
^mostly over the cliffs, and then in broken 
threads down the banks. Beautiful always, 
and innocent, the higher summits by mid- 
summi^r Are Showless, and no glacial moraine 
or torrent defaces or disturbs the solitude of 
their pastoral kingdom. 

Leaving the carriage at Cluse, I always 
used to walk, through this valley, the ten 
miles to St. Martin's, resting awhile at the 
springs of Maglan, where, close under the cliff, 
the water thrills imperceptibly through the 
crannies of its fallen stones, deeper and deeper 
eveiy instant; till, within three fathoms of its 
first trickling thread, it is a deep stream 
Of dazzling brightness, dividing into swift 
branches eager for their work at the mill, or 
th&r ministry to the meadows. « 

Contrary again to the customs of less 
.^dxanftd vales, Ais one opens gradually 
^ it near^ tlje greater mountain, its own 
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lateral cliffs rising also in proportion to ko 
width—those on the left, as one approag^Ue^ 
St. Martin’s, into the vast towers and pro¬ 
montories of the Aiguille de Varens; those 

4 

on the right into a mountain scarcely mkrked 
in any Alpine chart, yet from which, if one 
could climb its dangerous turf and mural 
diadem, there must be commanded precisely 
the most noble view of Mont Blanc granted 
by any summit of his sentinel Vshains.^ 

21$. In the only map of Switzerland which 
has ever been executed with common sense anJ* 
intelligence ('Original von Keller’s Zweiter 
Reisekarte dor Schweitz,’ 1844), this peak is, 
nevertheless, left without distinction from that 
called the ' Croix de Fer,’ of which it is only 
a satellite. But there are any quantity of 
iron crosses on the Western Alps, and the 
proper name of this dominant peak is that 
given in M. Dajoz’s lithographed 'Carte des 
rives du Lac de Gen6ve/ *—' Mont Fleury'; 


* Briquet et Fils, ^ditciv'-s, au bas dc la Cit^ k 
Geneve, tSGo; extremely careful in its delineation of the 
lower mountain masses, and on the whole the best existing 
map for the ordinary traveller. The Alpine Glut hiaps ghrfe 
nothing clearly but the taverns and footpaths. ^ ^ 
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though the more usual one with the old 
Ch|y(houni guides was * Montagne des Fours ’; 
but 1 never heard any name given to its 
castellated outwork. In Studer's geological 
map^t is well drawn, but nameless; in the 
Alpine Club’s map of South-Western Alps, 
• it is only a long ridge descending from the 
Mont Fleury, which, there called * Pointe 
Perc^e,’ bears a star, indicating a view of 
Mont flanc, %s probably of Geneva also, from 
that summit. But the vision from the lower 
promontory, which commands the Chamouni 
aiguilles with less foreshortening, and looks 
steep down into the valley of Quse from end 
to end, must be infinitely more beautiful. 

216. Its highest ndge is just opposite 
the Nant d*Arpenaz, and might in future 
descriptions of the Sallenche mountains be 
conveniently called the ^ Tower of Arpena^.' 
After passing the curved rock from which 
the waterfall leaps «into its calm festoons, 
the diifs become changed in material, first 
ii{to thin-bedded ^lue limestone, an^ then 
into da»k slates and shales, which partly 
saddeif,«partly enrich, with their cultivable 
ruin, nil |he^ lower hill-sides henceforward 
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to the very gate of Chamouni. A mile 
two beyond the Nant d*Arpenaz, the'^ad 
ascends over a bank of their crumbling 
flakes, which the little stream, pendent like 
a white thread over the mid-cliff oV the 
Aiguille de Varens, drifts down before it 
in summer rain, lightly as dead leaves. i 
The old people’s carriage dips into the 
trough of the dry bed, descends the gentle 
embankment on the other sidL, and turns 
into the courtyard of the inn under one - 
of the thin arches, raised a foot or two^ 
above the gap in the wall, which give 
honourable distinction cither to the greater 
vineyards or open courts, like this one, 
of hospitable houses. Stableyard, 1 should 
have said, not courtyard; no palatial pride 
of seclusion, Kke M. Dessein’s, but a mere 
square of irregular stable,—not even coach¬ 
house, though with room for a carriage Or 
two: but built only fc-r shelter of the now 
unknown char-i-banc, a seat for three be<- 
tweeo two pairs of wheels, with a pbhk 
for footing, at a convenient step from the 
ground. The fourth side of the yard was 
formed by the front of the inn, 
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Mtth its side to the road, its back to the 
ge^^lccted garden and incorrigible streamlet: 
a ^o^storied building of solid grey stone, 
i;^h gabled roof and garrets; a central 
passage on the second floor giving access 
to the three or four bedrooms looking to 
^back and front, and at the end to an open 
gallery over the road. The last room on 
the left, larger than the rest, and with a 
windo^ opesing on the gallery, used to be 
my father’s and mother’s; that next it, 
one square window in the solid wall, 
looking into the yard, mine. Floors and 
partitions all of rough-sawn larqh; the planks 
of the passage floor uncomfortably thin and 
bending, as if one might easily fall through; 
some pretence of papering, I think, in the 
old people’s state room. A public room, 
about the size of my present study, ^y 
bpFelve paces by six within its cupboards, 
aod usually full of^flies, gave us the end 
of it» table for meals, and was undisturbed 
tlM:ough the day,, except during the hour 
frtien the diligence dined. 

* aiyajl should ^ave said that my square 
^ked 'rather than into the 
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yard, for one could scarcely see anything 
going on thcre^ but by putting one’s 
out: the real and prevalent prospect was 
first into the leaves of the walnut tree 
the corner; then of the mossy stable •roofs 
behind them; then of the delicately tin- 
mailed and glittering spire of the village ^ 
church; and beyond these, the creamy, curd¬ 
ling, overflowing seas of snow on the Mont 
Blanc de St Gervais. The i. Aiguijle de 
Bionnassay, the most graceful buttress ridge 
in all the Alps, and Mont Blanc himselfT 
above the full fronts of the Aiguille and" 
Dome du Gpute, followed further to the 
left So much came into the field of that 
little four-feet-square casement. 

If one had a mind for a stroll, in half a 
minute’s turn to the left from the yard gate, 
one came to the aforesaid village church, the 
size of a couple of cottages, and one could^ 
lean, stooping, to look cat it, on the deeply 
lichened stones of its low churchyard*^ wall, 
which enclosed the cluster, of iron crosses,-^ 
floretted with everlastings, or garlands of 
fresh flowers if it was ju(t after Sunday,-^ 
on two sides; the cart-path to the i 
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vMlage branching off round it from the road 
tip^^amouni. Fifty yards further, one came 
to the single-arched bridge by which the road 
tQ* Sallenche, again dividing from that of 
ChaiUbuni, crosses the Arve, clearing some 
sixty feet of strongly-rushing water with a 
♦ leap of lovely elliptic curve; lovely, because 
here traced with the lightest possible sub¬ 
stance of masonry, rising to its ridge without 
a pebble’s weight to spare,* and then signed 
for ^acred pontifical work by a cross high 
above the parapet, seen from as far as one 
*can see the bridge itself. 

218. Neither line, nor word, nor colour, has 
ever yet given rendering of the rich confusions 
of garden and cottage through which the 
winding paths ascend above the church; 
walled, not with any notion of guarding the 
ground, except from passing herds of cattle 
and goats, but chiefly to get the stones off the 
surface into narrowest compass, and, with the 

# Of course, in modem levelled bridges, with any 
quantity of over-charged masonry, the openin^^for the 
s^jpeain is Hot essentially an arch, but a tunnel, and might 
for that matter be blouf through the solid wall, instead of 
•built to bear it. 
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easy principle of horticulture,—^plant cveny- : 

thing, and let what can, grow;—the 

crops of unkempt pease, potatoes, cabbage^ 

hemp, and maize, content with what sun cgn 

« 

get down to them through luxuriantly-brihched 
apple and plum trees, and towering shade of 
walnuts, with trunks eight or ten feet in girth 
a little space left to light the fronts of the 
cottages themselves, whose roof and balconies, 
the vines seem to think, have bean con^ructed 
for their pleasure only, and climb, wr^thei 
and swing themselves about accordingly whe^ 
ever they choose, tossing their young tendrils* 
far up into the blue sky of spring, and festoon¬ 
ing the balconies in autumn with Correggian 
fresco of purple, relieved against the pendent 
gold of the harvested maize. 

The absolute seclusion and independence 
of this manner of rural life, totally without 
thought or forethought of any foreign help Qf 
parsimonious store, drinking its wine out of the 
cluster, and saving of the last year’s harvest 
only ^seed for the next,-T-the serene laia^ 
faire given to God and nature, with thanks to 
the good, and submission to the tempofaxyc^ 
of blight or flood, as due to sinfu] f ^ 
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aftd the persistence! through better or worse! 
ki^HSeir fathers' ways! and use of their fathers' 
tools, and holding to their fathers' names and 
Mlds, faithfully as the trees to their roots, or 
the rocks to their wild flowers,—all this beside 
us for our Sunday walk, with the grey, inacces- 
• sible walls of the Tower of Arpenaz above, 
dim in their distant height, and all the morning 
air twice brighter for the glow of the cloudless 
glacievB! ga^^ me deeper and more wonderful 
Joy jhan all the careful beauty and disciplined 
rightness of the Bernese Oberland, or even 
the stately streets of my dearest cities of 
Italy. • 

219. Here is a little bit of diary, five years 
later, giving a detail or two of the opposite 
hillside above Sallenche. 

^St. Martin's, 26th July, 1854. I was up 
by the millstream this evening, and climbed 
to the right of it, up among the sloping waves 
of grass. 1 never ^was so struck by their 
intenSe beauty,—-the masses of walnut shad¬ 
ing them with their broad, cool, clearlysformed 
^paflige f the glossy grey stems of the cherry 
if bouitt round tight with satin, 
twiiiiif)|^ and^writhing against the shadows; 
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the tall pollards of oak set here and thete 
in the soft banks, as if to show their sm^^^ 
ness by contrast, yet themselves beautiful, 
rugged, and covered with deep brown afid 
bright silver moss. Here and there a chest¬ 
nut—sharp, and soft, and starry *; and always 
the steep banks, one above another, melting f« 
into terraces of pure velvet, gilded with corn; 
here and there a black—^jet-black—crag of 
slate breaking into a frown aboVe them, and 
mouldering away down into the gloomy tojrent 
bed, fringed on its opposite edge, a grisly clifC 
with delicate birch and pine, rising against the 
snow light of Mont Blanc. And opposite 
always the mighty Varens lost in the cloud 
its ineffable walls of crag.’ 

220. The next following entry is worth 
keeping, as a sketch of the undisturbed 
Catholicism among these hills since the days 
of St. Bernard of Annecy, and Mont Vclan. 

‘Sallenches, Sunday,• loth June (1849)* 
The waitress here, a daughter of the laifdlord, 

* I meant—the leaves themselves, sharp, the eitislered 
nuts, soft, the arrangement of leave^ starry. > 

t * Melting*—seeming to flow into the levels tike lava;# 
not cut sharp down to them. 
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asked me to-day whether Protestants all said 
gracj; before meat, observing me to do so. 
On this we got into conversation, out of which 
l, 4 iave elicited some points worth remember¬ 
ing ; ^o wit, that some of the men only go to 
confession once a year, and that some of them, 
*to spare their memories, write tlieir sins,— 
which, however, they cannot deliver on paper 
to the confessor, but must read them aloud. 
Louis^appeaaed much horror-struck at the idea 
which such a procedure admits, of ^'losing 
8 ne^ sins;*' and of their being found by 
some one who was not a confessor. She 
spoke with great pleasure of 4 he Capucins 
who come sometimes; said they were such 
delightful confessors, and made *‘dcR morales 
superbes,” and that they preached .so well that 
everybody listened with all their might, so 
that you might tap them on the back and 
th(5y would never turn round. Of the Jesuits 
she spoke with less Affection, saying that in 
their ^reat general confessions, which took 
,8d\rera! days, two, or three commandments 
al a time, they would not allow a single sin 
to be Committed by the persons coming to 
^em In t^e yieantime, or else they refused 
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them absolution—^refusal which takes .plsfise- 
sometimes for less cause. They had a '^Niqir 
old servant, who could only speak patois; the 
priest couldn’t understand her, nor she 
80 that he could not find out whethA she 
knew her catechism. He refused absolution, 
and the poor old creature wept and raved., 
about It, and was in a passion with all the 
world. She was afterwards burnt in the 
great Are here! 1 went to mass, ^ hear 
how they preached: the people orderly, and 
church perfectly full. The sermon by a fdif 
stuttering cur^, was from the Receive not 
the grace of God in vain," on the Sacraments. 
'*Two of these called Sacremens des Morts, 
because they are received by persons in a 
state of spiritual death; the five others called 
Sacramens des Vivants, because they presume, 
in those who receive them, a state of spiritual 
life. The three sacraments of Baptism, Con¬ 
firmation, and Orders, can only be received^ 
once; because they impress an indelible seal, 
and n^ake men what they were not; and what, 
after they are once, they cannot unmake thcm^ 
selves. Baptism makes people chilc^reo dr 
subjects of God; Confirmation makers thda^ 
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iddiers of God, or soldiers of His Kingdom; 
fnd*Orders make them magistrates of the 
Kingdom. If you have received baptism, you 
ajie therefore an 'cnfan de Dieu.*” What 
bein^an ''enfan de Dieu’* meant was not 
very clear; for the ineffaceability of baptism 
^was illustrated by the instance of Julian the 
Apostate, who did all he could to efface it— 
^'Mais la mort," said the preacher, growing 
eloqu^t, ** leipoursuivit jusqu'a ”—(he stopped, 
fpr he did not know exactly where —‘Ma 

fcmISe; et il est descendu aux enfers, portant 
cette marque, qui fera etemellement sa honte 
et sa confusion.”* • 

221. I wonder at the lightness of these 
entries, now; but 1 was too actively, happily, 
and selfishly busy, to be thoughtful, except 
only in scholarly way; but 1 got one of the 
sharpest warnings of my life only a day after 
leaving papa and mamma at St. Martin’s,— 
^'^(cruel animal that 1 was!—to do geology in 
the Aii6e Blanche, and at Zermatt.) 1 got a 
^cttill by stopping, •when 1 was hot, ^n the 
Iweeze of one of the ice streams, in ascending 
toF the €ol de Bon Homme; woke next morn¬ 
ing in tthe^ ch 4 let of Chapiii with acute sore 



336 


PRiETERITA. 


throat; crossed the Col de la Seigne scarce^ 
able to sit my mule, and was put to bed 
Couttet in a little room under the tiles at 
Courmayeur, where he nursed me as he did 
at Padua; gave me hot herb-tea, and got me 
on muleback again, and over the Col de 
Ferret, in a day or two; but there were some 
hours of those feverish nights which ought 
to have made my diaries more earnest after¬ 
wards. They go off, howeveif into, mere 
geology and school divinity for a whilci 
of wiiich this bit, written the evening after 
crossing the Col de Ferret, is important 
as evidence of my beginning to recognise 
what James Forbes had proved of glacier 
flow:— 

‘The most magnificent piece of ruin I 
have yet seen in the Alps is that opposite 
the embouchure of the lower glacier of the 
Val de Ferret, near Courmayeur; the pines^ 
are small indeed, but they are hurled hither 
and thither, twisted and mingled in all condi¬ 
tions of form, and all phases of expiring lif^ 
with the chaos of massy rocks, which the 
glacier has gnashed down^ or the opposite.^ 
mountain hurled And yet, farther, on, the 
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Utead of the valley, there is another, in its 
as wonderful; less picturesque, but 
wilder still,—the remains of the eboulement 
ot the Glacier de Triolet caused by the fall 
of an 'aiguille near the Petits Jorasses—the 
most phrenzied accumulation of moraines I 
»have ever seen; not dropped one by one into 
a heapi and pushed forward by the ice plough¬ 
share, but evidently borne down by some 
mingled tor/%nt of ice and rock and flood, 
witj^ the swiftness of water and the weight 
of stone, and thrown along the mountain-side 
like pebbles from a stormy sea;—but the 
ruins of an Alp instead of the‘powder of a 
flint bed. The glacier torrent of Triolet is 
almost lost among them, but that below, 
coming just from the base of the Jorasses, 
is exquisite beyond description in the play 
of its currents, narrow eddies of white 
' nev^^ round islands of rock—falling in upon 
ehch other in deep and eddying pools; 
flowing forth again in massy sheets of ice, 
•feeding, not one *glacier stream, but cas¬ 
cade abdve cascade, far into the mountain 

on,^f divers matters, through four 

VOL. II. Y 
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hundred and fifty pages; not all as good Sb 
that, but the core of what I had to leam*' 4 A)<! 
teach about gneiss and ice and clouds;— 
George indefatigably carrying his little dagu^V- 
reotype box up everywhere, and taking the 
first image of the Matterhorn, as also of the 
aiguilles of Chamouni, ever drawn by the 
sun. A thing to be proud of still, though 
he is now' a justice of peace, somewhere in 
Australia. ' ^ 

222. The following entries, in June of 
which the tw'o last come in the midst of 
busy and otherwise happy days, are all with 
which I perriiit myself to trouble the reader 
for this time. 

^Chamouni, Sunday, June lyth. Quiet 
south rain till twelve o’clock. 1 have been 
abstracting the book of Revelation, (they sslJ* 
the French are beaten again at Rome, and 
another revolution in Paris); many signs 
seem to multiply arouhid us, and yet my un¬ 
belief 3'ields no more than when all the Horizon 

ff 

was clear. 1 was especially struck with die 
general appellation of the system of the woijd 
as the ** Mysteiy of God,' Chap. com¬ 
pared with Hebrews xt. 6 , wh'ch T r&d this 
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tnoming in our usual course.* Theme enough 
T<fL^he day’s thought. 

Halfpast five. Pouring still, but I got out 
before dinner during a fine blink, which lasted 
just long enough to let me, by almost running, 
and leaping all the streams, reach the end of 
• the pine wood next the source of the Arveron. 
There I had to turn to the left to the wooden 
bridge, when behold a sight new to me; an 
avalailthe hSd evidently taken place from the 
^upper) glacier into the very bed of the great 
cataract, and the stream was as nearly choked 
ks could be with balls and ellipsoids of ice, 
from the size of its common sto'hes to that of 
a portmanteau, which were rolling down with 
it wildly, generally swinging out and in of the 
water as it waved; but when they came to 

* Read the 5lh, 6lh, and 7th verses in succession 
“And the anc;el which I saw stand upon 

SEA and UrON THE EARTH LIFTED UI* HIS HAND TO 
IIEAVEN, AND SWARE BY^HIM THAT LIVETII R KVF.R 
AND EYEt, WHO CREATED HEAVEN, AND TIUs. TH/NGS 
THAT fHBRBlN ARE, AND THE EARTH, AND THE THINGS 
THAT THEREIN ARE, AND THE SKA, AND THE THINGS 
*'WHICH ARB THEREIN, THAT THERE SHOULD %E TIME 
HO tONCtlfti: BUT IN THE DAYS OF THE VOICE OF THE 
S%VSKTI%«ANGEL, WHfN HE SHALL BEGIN TO SOUND, 
« 1 T 1 B MYSTERY OP GOD SHOULD BE FINISHED, AS HE 
HATH ^LMLEpiTO HlS SERVANTS THE PROPHETS.” 
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the shallow partSi tumbled and tossed ov^ 
one another, and then plunging back into^^i. 

In 

deep water like so many stranded porpoise^ 
spinning as they went down, and showlii|; 
their dark backs with wilder swings after 
their plunge,—white, as they emerged, blacky 
owing to their clearness as seen in the water; 

a 

the stream itself of a pale clay-colour, opaque, 
larger by one half than ever 1 saw it, and 
running, as I suppose, not less than teii miles 
an hour; the whole mass, water and, ice. 
looking like some thick paste full of plum^ 
or ill-made pine-apple ice, with quantities of 
fruit in it, and the whole looking like a solid 
body; for the nodules of ice liardiy changed 
their relative position during the quarter of 
a minute they were severally in sight, going 
down in a mass, thundering and rumbling 
against the piles of the bridge. It made me 
giddy to look at it; and die more, because, 
on raising the eye, therd was always the great 
cataract itself startling one, as if it had just 
begun«and seeming to inefease every instant, 
bounding and hurling itself hither and thifher, 
as if it was striving to dash itself to pieces,., 
not falling because it could not. hilp h; ahd 
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ttthind there was a fearful storm coming up 
Breven, its grisly clouds warping up, 
as it seemed, against the river and cataract, 
With pillars of hail behind. I stayed till it 
began, and then crept back through the wood, 
running from one tree to another—there is 
m really now a bit of blue sky over the Pavilion,* 
223. June 18th. Evening, nine* o’clock. I 
must not write much, it is past lied-time; 
went 4 o so<ft*ce of Arveron with my father 
an^ mother and Miss Dowie; f never saw it 
80 lovely; drew afterwards near the source, 
piny sketch, well begun. After tea walked 
up nearly to my beloved old * place on the 
Breven, and saw a solemn sunset, yet not 
very bright; the granulated rosy crags of La 
Cote especially. Thank God for permitting me 
to sit on that slope once more thus strong 
in health and limb. 

Chamouni, day 13th, Monday, June 25th. 
I)p rather late this nnoming, and lost time 
befbrd breakfast over camera-lucida; drove 
• to Aigenti^re witb my mother, who #njoyed 

The^een mount^ at the base of the Aiguille du 
SyUUla. •Sc^* Foa,’ Letter 90th, * Lost Jewels,* p. 165, 
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her drive exceedingly; back at one o*clock 
to my usual place (Les Tines, till four);^p;at 
after dinner, rambling about Breven with 
sketch-book in search of a view of Aiguille 
Plan; didn’t find one, but found some wild 
strawberries, which were a consolation. Tiie 
day has been fine, with scattered clouds; in 
the evening a most curious case of floating cap 
cloud, hooding the Mont Blanc summit with¬ 
out touching it, like gossamer blc vn upw^u’ds 
from a field; an awning of slender threads 

C\b 

waving like weeds in the blue sky, (as weeds 
in a brook current, I meant), 'and drawn out 
like floss silk as fine as snow. This cloud, 
that does not touch the snow, but hovers over 
it at a certain height following the convexity 
of the mountain, has always seemed most 
unaccountable to me. 

224. Chamouni, day 14th, Tuesday, June 
26th. Heavy, rounded, somewhat dirty clouds 
on the Pavilion (halfpart six); but summit 
bright and clear, and all very promising. 

Get fpllowing books if passible—"M^moir^ 
de la Society de Physique et d’Histoire 
Naturelle de Geneve” (t in., p. 209)^on die 
valley of Val Orsine, by M. Neckejr; 'lActes 
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de la Soci^tc Helvdtique dcs Sc. Nat./* 1837, 

I 

*^ 39 i P* 47 } on Nagelflue pebbles. 
Evening. After one of the most heavenly 
vfolks 1 ever took in Chamouni among the 
wooA of the Pelerins, I come in to hear of 
my poor cousin Mary*s death. How well I 
, recollect sitting with her on the slopes of 
the Breven, and reasoning about the height 
of La Cote : she knows it now, better than 


I, an4 thinly it less. 

Chamouni, day 15th, Wednesday, June 
*27th. One of the heavenly Alpine mornings, 
all alight: I have been trying to get some of 
the effect of sunrise on tlie M^ntanvert, and 


aerial quality of aiguilles,—^in vain. Slanting 
rays” now touch the turf by the chalet of 
Blaiti^re, as perhaps they touch i>oor Mary*s 
grave.' 



CHAPTER XII. 


OTTERBURN. 

225. In blaming myself, as often 1 have done, 
and may have occasion to do again, for my 
want of affection to other people,^! mu9t also 
express continually, as 1 think back about it, 
more and more wonder that ever anybody 
had any affection for fne. 1 thought they 
might as well- have got fond of a camera 
lucida, or an ivory foot-rule: all my faculty 
was merely in showing that such and %uch 
things were so; I was no orator, no actor, 
no painter but in a minute and generally 
visible manner; and I couldn’t bear being 
interrupted in anything I was about. 

Nevertheless, some f^ensible grown up 
people did get to like me I—the best of 'them 
with a protective feeling that I wanted guict 
ance no less than sympathy ; and the h^;facr 
religious soiils, hoping to ^ lead me*ib the 
golden gates. 
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1 have no memory, and no notion, 

1 first saw Pauline, Lady Trevelyan; 
but she became at once a monitress*friend 
inj^hom I wholly trusted,—(not that 1 ever 
took HSr advice I)—and the happiness of her 
own .life was certainly increased by my 
J>ooks and me. Sir Walter, being a thorough 
botanist, and interested in pure science gene¬ 
rally, did not hunt, but was benevolently 
useful, ^ a landlord should be, in his county. 
I had no interests in county business at that 
time; but used to have happy agricultural 
or floral chats with Sir Walter, and entirely 
admired his unambitious, yet dignified sta¬ 
bility of rural, and celestial, life, there amidst 
the Northumbrian winds. 

Wallington is in the old Percy country, the 
broad descent of main valley leading down by 
Otterburn from the Cheviots. An ugly house 
enough it was; square set, and somewhat 
hire walled, looking down a slope of rough 
Wide flbld to a burn, the Wansbeck, neither 
t>rj|;ht nor rapid, but with a ledge or ^wo of 
snsdston^ to drip over, or lean against in 
bits of crag in the distance, worth 
driving •to, /or^ sight of the sweeps of moor 



346 


PIt£TERITA. 


round them^ and breaths of breeze 
Carter Fell. ^ 

There were no children of its own in ^al- 
lington, but Lady Trevelyan's little nie^i 
Constance Hilliard, nine years old #hen 1 
first saw her there, glittered about the place in 
an extremely quaint and witty way; and took, 
to me a little, like her aunt. Afterwards her 
mother and she, in their little rectory home 
at Cowley (near Hillingdon), bccamc^mport* 
ant among my feminine friendships, and gave 
me, of such petting and teasing as womln 
arc good for, sometimes more than enough. 

227. But fthe dearness of Wallington was 
founded, as years went on, more deeply in its 
having made known to me the best and truest 
friend of all my life; best for me, because he 
was of my father's race, and native tbwn; 
truest^ because he knew always how to help 
us both, and never made any mistakes in 
doing so—Dr. John E(rown. He was stay* 
ing at Wallington when I stopped there on 
my w^y to give my Edinburgh lectures; ^4 
we walked together, with little Connie, on the 
moors: it dawned on me,«so, gradually, wAat 
manner of man he was. « V 
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the reader capable of learning at all 
^re are few now who can understand a 
gotxT Scdtchman of the old classic breed)— 
had better learn, straightway, from the record 
he gaV8 of his own father’s life,* of which 1 
must give here this one passage of his child¬ 
hood. His father w'as a young pastor, 
crowned in perfectness of faithful service, to¬ 
gether with his * modest, calm, thrifty, reason¬ 
able, h^ppy'-hearted ’ wife, liis student-love; 
this their son, five years old,—just at the age 
vAien I look back to the creation of the world, 
for w/, in Friar’s Crag, of Derwentwater; 
mother, thrifty and reasonable also, meantime 
taking care that not more than two plums 
should be in my pie for dinner; my father, 
also thrifty and reasonable, triumphing in his 
travel at Whitehaven, a * wanderer,’ like the 
pedlar in the 'Excursion,' selling sherry in¬ 
stead of bobbins;—all of us as happy a*s 
dcadas (and a little giore). Now hear Dr. 
John Brown:— 

i 

• 1 ^ 28 * ' On the mpming of the 28tly May, 


f LetteMo Rev. Johi^Cairns. Edmonston 8 l Douglas, 
f86l. 
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1816^ my eldest sister Janet and 1 were 
ing in the kitchen-bed with Tibbie Meek 

I 

only servant. We were all three awakened 
by a cry of pain—^sharp, insufferable, as if 6ne 
were stung. Years after we two confided to 
each other, sitting by the burnside, that we 
thought that ** great cry ” which arose at mid-' 
night in Egypt must have been like it. We 
all knew whose voice it was, and, in our night* 
clothes, we ran into the passage and /nto the 
little parlour to the left hand, in which^was 
a closet-bed. We found my father standing 
before us, erect, his hands clenched in his 
black hair, hx& eyes full of misery and amaze* 
ment, his face white as that of the dead* He 
frightened us. He saw this, or else his in* 
tense will had mastered his agony, for, taking 
his hands from his head, he said, slowly and 
gently, ** Let us give thanks,*' and turned to 
a little sofa* in the room; there lay our 
mother, dead. She had long been ailing. I 
remember her sitting in a shawl,—an Indian 

* *This sofa, which was henceforward saored in the 
house, he had always be&ide him.^ He used to^ell m be 
set her down upon it when he brought her home to tk;, 
manse.* ^ « 
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oUB with dark green spots on a light 
g|0^d|—^and watching her growing pale with 
what 1 afterwards knew must have been strong 
palh. She had, being feverish, slipped out of 
bed, aVd ''grandmother/’ her mother, seeing 
her "change come,” had called my father, and- 
^hey two saw her open her blue, kind, and 
true eyes, " comfortable ” to us all " as 
the day ”—I remember them better than 
tliose o 4 any 4 K>ne 1 saw yesterday—^and, with 
one faint look of recognition to him, close 
t&m till the time of the restitution of all 
things.' 

He had a precious sister left to him; but 
his life, as the noblest Scottish lives are 
always, was thenceforward generously sad, 
---and endlessly pitiful. 

229. No one has yet separated, in ana-* 
lyaic^ thd mind of Scott, the pity from the 
ppde; no one, in the mind of Carlyle, the 
l^ .from the anger. # 
u Ltsf 1 should not be spared to write 
gr^Sther ' Praeterita,'*! will give, iif this«place, 
a lew words of Carlyle's, which throw more 
lo^y light on his ftharacter than any he has 
iMtten^a^ ii|deed, his instantly vivid words 
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always did; and it is a bitter blame 
shame to me that I have not recorded ^he^e 
spoken to myself^ often with trust and affee^ 
tion, always with kindness. But 1 find this 
piece, nearly word for word, in my Si'ary of 
25th October, 1874. He had been quoting 
the last words of Goethe, 'Open the window/- 
let us have more light' (this about -an 
hour before painless death, his eyes failing 
him). ^ « 

I referred to the ' It grows dark, boys, you 

' f 

may go,' of the great master of the High 
School of Edinburgh.* On which Carlyle 
instantly opfened into beautiful account ofy 
Adam's early life, his intense zeal and in- 
dustiy as a poor boy in a Highland cottage, 
lying flat on the hearth to learn his Latin 
grammar by the light of a peat fire. Carlyle’s 
own memory is only of Adam’s funeral, when 
he, Carlyle, was a boy of fourteen, making one 
of a crowd waiting nean the gate of the High 
School, of which part of the old black Building 
of theiLtime'of James I. was still standing-^tt> 

* It was Au Latin grammar, |the best 
which my Camberwell tutor threw aside, as above tolct» 
for a * Scotch thing.* . • * 
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iD9tto, 'Nisi DominuSi frustra,* everywhere. 
iyi^^*holiday had been given, that the boys 
might see the coffin carried by,—only about 
fivC-and-twenty people in all, Carlyle thought 
—' bi^^ellicd persons, sympathetic bailies, 
relieving each other in carrying the pall.' 
^The boys collected in a group, as it passed 
within the railings, uttered a low ' Ah me! 
Ah dear!’ or the like, half sigh or wail— 
* and h%is g>#ne from us then ! ’ 

'The sound of the boys’ wail is in my 

# 

ears yet,’ said Carlyle. 

230. His own first teacher in Latin, an old 
clergyman. He had indeed been<*sent first to 
a schoolmaster in his own village, 'the joy- 
fullest little mortal, he believed, on earth,' 
learning his declensions out of an eighteen- 
penny book! giving his whole might and 

heart to understand. And the master could 

• 

teach him nothing, merely involved him day 
by day in misery of#non-understanding, the 
boy getting crushed and sick, till (his mother?) 

it, and then ho was sent to this clergy¬ 
man, ' a perfect sage, on the humblest scale.’ 
SeventyHpounds atyear, his income at first 
entering -intp l^c; never more than a hundred. 
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Six daughters and two sons; the eldest sist^^ 
Margaret, * a little bit lassie/—^thcn in a 
voice, ‘the flower of all the flock to ffte* 
Returning from her little visitations to ithe 
poor, dressed in her sober prettiest| * the 
most amiable of possible objects.* Not 
beautiful in any notable way afterwards,*^ 
but * comely in the highest degree.* With 
dutiful sweetness, ‘ the right hand of her 
father.* Lived to be seven-and* twenty. 

' The last time that I wept aloud the 
world, 1 think was at her death.* 

Riding down from Craigenputtock to Dum¬ 
fries,—‘a monstrous precipice of rocks on 
one hand of you, a merry brook on ^ 
other side. ... In the night just before 
sunrise.* 

He was riding down, he and hia brother, 
to fetch away her body,—^they having just 
heard of her death. 

A surveyor (?), or t some scientific and 
evidently superior kind of person, had been 
doing ,prork which involved staying near, 
in, her father’s house, and they got eiigag^/ 
and then he broke it offl' ^They ‘:iiaid ,thAt 
was the beginning of it’ The death h^ 
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sudden, and so unexpected, that Mary's 
then a girl of twelve or thirteen, rushed 
out of the house and up to the cart,*" shriek- 
ii^, rather than crying, * Where's Peggy ?' 

•1 cRild not make out, quite, how the two 
parts of the family were separated, so that 
■ihis sister expected them to bring her back 
living, (or even well ?). Carlyle was so much 
affected, and spoke so low, that I could not 
venturf^to piKss him on detail 
This master of his then, the father of 
Aargaret, was entirely kind and wise in 
teaching him—a Scotch gentleman of old race 
and feeling, an Andrea Ferraia and some 
silver-mounted canes hanging in his study, 
last remnants of the old times. 


231. We fell away upon Mill's essay on 
the substitution of patriotism for religion. 

* Actually the most paltry rag of'—a chain 
of vituperative contempt too fast to note—' it 
has fallen to my lot t^ come in with. Among 
my a45quaintance I have not seen a person 
^talking of a things he so little Understood.' 
The point of his indignation was Mill's 

X f 

• * at the cart/ his words. Ending with hU 

dee^ ‘ Bligh dear^ sigh. * Sunt lachryinse rerum.' 

^ / VOL. 11. Z 
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supposing that, if God did not make evevy* 
body Miappy/ it was because He had 
cient power, *was not enough supplied witli 
the article/ Nothing makes Carlyle more 
contemptuous than this coveting of' hapfpiness.* 
Perhaps we had better hear what Polissena 
and the nun of Florence (* Christ's Folk/ IV.)^ 
have to say about happiness, of their sort; 
and consider what every strong heart feels 
in the doing of any noble thirxs; anij every 
good craftsman in making any beautiful one, 
before we despise any innocent person who 
looks for happiness in this world, as well as 
hereafter. Btit assuredly the strength of Scot¬ 
tish character has always been perfected by 
suffering; and the types of it given by Scott 
in Flora Macivor, Edith Bellenden, Maiy of 
Avenel, and Jeanie Deans,—to name only 
those which the reader will remember with¬ 
out effort,—are chiefly notable in the way 
they bear sorrow; as the whole tone of Scot¬ 
tish temper, ballad poetry, and music, which 
no other school has ever bpen able to imita^ke, 
has arisen out of the sad associations which, 
one by one, have gathered^ round ev^jy lovfc- 
liest scene in the 15 order land. Nor ig tiiere^' 
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aii§rthing among other beautiful nations to 
approach the dignity of a true Scotswoman’s 
facej'^n the tried perfectness of her old age. 

.€32. I have seen them beautiful in the same 
way ^lier, when they had passed through 
trial; my own Joanie's face owes the calm of 
^its radiance to days of no ordinary sorrow— 
even before she came, when my father had 
been laid to his rest under Croydon hills, to 
keep h^ fa^jjiful watch by my mother’s side, 
while I was seeking selfish happiness far away 
iiT ^ork which to-day has come to nought. 
What 1 have myself since owed to her,— 
life certainly, and more than life, for many 
and many a year,—was meant to have been 
told long since, had 1 been able to finish this 
book in the time 1 designed it. What Dr. 
John Brown became to me, is partly shown 
. in the continual references to his sympathy 
in the letters of * Hortus Inclusus ’; but 


nothing could tell tj;ie loss to me in his 
death,*nor the grief to how many greater 
soils than mine, tlvit had been possessed in 
patience through his love. 


9 mni^ give on| piece more of his own 

fetter, with the following fragment, written 

• # 
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in the earlier part of this year, and meantjto 
have been carried on into some detail of ^e 
impressions received in my father's ^cUive 
Edinburgh, and on the northern coast, frop 
Queen's Ferry round by Prestonpr.ns to 
Dunbar and Berwick. 

Dr. Brown goes on :—‘ A year ago, I found^ 
an elderly countrywoman, a widow, waiting 
for me. Rising up, she said, ** D’ ye mind 
me ? ” I looked at her, but coiil^^get nothing 
from her face; but the voice remained in my 
ear, as if coming from the “ fields of sldtp^*' 
and I said by a sort of instinct, Tibbie 
Meek!" I ^ad not seen her or heard her 
voice for more than forty years.* 

233. The reader will please note the pure 
Scotch phrase 'D' ye mind me?' and com¬ 
pare Meg Merrilies' use of it. * At length she 
guided them through the mazes of the wood 
to a little open glade of about a quarter of an 
acre, surrounded by trees and bushes, which 
made a wild and irregular * boundary. «Even 


* Ir might have httn * irregular,' in ground ju^ ciii up 
for building leases, in South I.am1)eth ; wild, yet as regn(i!u; 
as A disciplined army, had it been <“16 pmes of Pd It twxr 
a * waste of blossom,' a shade of weeping birches. ^ ^ 
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iVinter, it was a sheltered and snugly 
^ffestered spot; but when arrayed in the 
vei^re of spring, the earth sending forth all 
149 wild flowers; the shrubs spreading their 
waste^f blossom around it, and the weeping 
birches, which towered over the underwood, 
drooping their long and leafy fibres to inter¬ 
cept the sun, it must have seemed a place 
for a youthful poet to study his earliest 
sonnet^ or^^a pair of lovers to exchange 
their first mutual avowal of affection. Ap- 
j^ftntly it now awakened very different re¬ 
collections. Bertram's brow, when he had 
looked round the spot, becameb gloomy and 
embarrassed. Meg, after muttering to her¬ 
self, **This is the very spot,” looked at him 
with a ghastly side glance,—D'ye mind 
it?” 

' Yes,” answered Bertram, imperfectly 1 
do.” 

.V‘*Ay,” pursued lys guide, '*on this very 
spot the man fell from his horse—was 
behind that bomaree *-*bu5h at the very 
momeiiU Now will 1 show you the further 

' * HkierSn modem Skitch; but in the Douglas glossaiy, 
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track —the last time ye travelled it^ was w 
these arfnsl '' 

That was twenty years before, for Bertram's 
nurse; (compare Waverley’s and Morton'dP^ 
Dr. Brown's Tibbie; my own father's Clause; 
my Anne; all women of the same stamp; my 
Saxon mother not altogether comprehending 
them; but when Dr. John Brown first saw 
my account of my mother and Anne in * Fors,' 
he understood both of them, anci^wrojie back 
to me of those two blessed women," as he 
would have spoken of their angels, had he tVen 
been beside them, looking on another Face. 

234. But ipy reason for quoting this piece 
of ^ Guy Mannerijig' here is to explain to the 
reader who cares to know it, the difference 
between the Scotch * mind' for ‘ remember/ 
and any other phrase of any other tongue, 
applied to the act of memory. 

In order that you may, in the Scottish 
sense, * mind * anything,, first there must be 
something to ‘mind*—and then, the 'Inind' 
to mind it. «ln a thousand miles of iron rati- , 
way, or railway train, there is nothing in 
one rod or bar to distingui^ it from^^o|hef. 
You can't ‘mind’ which slce|^r ^is ^hich. 
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Npr, on the other hand, if you drive from 
Q}iMon to Vevay, asleep, can you ‘ mind' the 
cl^acteristics of the lake of Geneva. Meg 
qpuld not have expected Bertram to ' mind * 
at wlmt corner of a street in Manchester 
—or in what ditch of the Isle of Dogs— 
^anything had past directly bearing on his 
own fate. She expected him to ‘ mind ’ only 
a beautiful scene, of perfect individual char¬ 
acter, and ^e would not have expected him 
to ‘mind’ even that, had she not known he 
HWP persevering sense and memorial powers 
of very high order. 

Now it is the peculiar characUr of Scottish 
as distinct from all other scenery on a small 
scale in north Europe, to have these dis¬ 
tinctively ‘ mindable' features. One range 
of coteau by a French river is exactly like 
another; one turn of glen in the Black Forest 
is only the last turn re-tumed; one sweep of 
Jura pasture and cra^^, • the mere echo of the 
fields 4ind crags of ten miles away. But in 
tha^whole course of^Tweed, Teviotif Galj, Tay, 
Forth,«apd Clyde, there is perhaps scarcely 
ashend ^ ravine, ^or nook of valley, which 
«vou!d not be recognisable by its inhabitants 
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from every other. And there is no other 
country in which the roots of memory aire '’o 
entwined with the beauty of nature, instead 
of the pride of men; no other in which the 
song of ‘Auld lang syne* could have been 
written,—or I^dy Nairn’s ballad of * ITic 
Auld House.' 


235. I did not in last ‘Praetwilta! enough 
explain the reason for my seeking homes 
on the crests of Alps, in my own special 
study of cloud and sky; but I have only 
known too late, within this last month, the 
absolutely literal truth of Turners saying 
that the most beautiful skies in the world 
known to him were those of the Isle of 
Thanet. 

In a former number of ‘Praeterita' 1 have 
told how my mother kept me quiet in a 
boy's illness by telling «me to think of Dash, 
and Dover; and among the early drawings 
left fof gi#*’ to Joanie are all those made— 
the first ever made from nature—at ^Seven* 
oaks, Tunbridge, Canterbury, an^i* Qovdr; 
One of the poorest-nothings of these, ^ mcpi 
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m'awl in p>en and ink, of cumulus cloud 
^MP^d by delicate horizontal bars on the 
h^zon, is the first attempt I ever made 
kf draw a sky,—fifty-five years ago. That 
same'^^ky 1 saw again over the same sea 
horizon at sunset only five weeks ago. And 
• three or four days of sunshine following, 
1 saw, to my amazement, that the skies of 
Turner were still bright r'lbovc the foulness 
of sme^e-t^jpud or the flight of plague-cloud; 
and that the forms which, in the pure air 
of^ent and Picardy, the upper cirri were 
capable of assuming, undisturbed by tornado, 
unmingled with volcanic exhalation, and lifted 
out of the white crests of ever-renewed tidal 
waves, were infinite, lovely and marvellous 
beyond any that I had ever seen from moor 
or alp; while yet on the horizon, if left for 
as much as an hour undefiled by fuel of fire, 
there was the azure air 1 had known of old, 
alike in the lowlanc) distance and on the 
Htghlsfnd hills. What might the coasts of 
.^Ff^ce and England have been Hbw, jf from 
the days of Bertha in Canterbury, and of 
Crbd^rc^in Boujpgne, the Christian faith 
iiad bfen jield by both nations in peace. In 

V01.il. * 2 A 
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this pure air of heaven ? What might 
hills of Cheviot and the vale of Tweed ha?!^ 
been now, if from the days of Cuthbert in 
Holy Isle, and of Edwin in Edinburgh, tKe 
Crosses of St. George and St. Andrew had 
been borne by brethren; and the fiery Percy 
and true Douglas laid down their lives only 
for their people? 


Folkestone, wth October, 1887. 
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